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The moſt lamentable Romaine 


Tragedie of Titus Andronicus: As it was plaid 
by the right honorable the Earle of Darbic, Earle 


of Pembrooke, and Earle of Suſſex 
their Servants. 


Enter the Tribunes a»d Senatours aloft : And they enter 


 Saturninus aud h:s followers at one doore, and Ballianus and bs 


followers,with Drum and Trumpets, 
is 
Satarninu's 

Oble Patricjans, Patrons of my right, 

Defendtheiuſtice of my cauſe with armes. 
AndCountrymenmy louing followers, 
Plead my ſuccefſiuc title with your ſwards: 
I am his firſt borne ſonne;that was the laſt 
That warcthe lmperiall. Diadem of Rome. 
Then let wy fathers honours live'in mee, 
Nor wrong mine age with this indignitie, 

Baſſianas. 
Romaines, friends, followers, fauourers of my right, 
If cuer Baſſiauus Ceſar: ſonne, 
Were gracious ifithe eyes of royall Rome, 
Keepe then thipaſlſage to the Capitol], 
And {uffer not diſhonour to approch, 
Theimperiall ſeat to vertue conſecrate 
Toiuſtice, continence, and Nobilitie ; 
But let deſcrt in pureele&tion ſhine, 


And Romaines fight for freedome in your choice. 
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The mo}t lamnt able Tragedie 
OE | I 
eAMaveus Andronicns with the Crowne, F. 
Princes that ſtrive by faQtions and by friends "I 
Ambirtioufly for Ruleand Emperie, © þ 
Know thaethe people of Rome for whome we ſtand C 
A fpeciall Pattie, have by comn.onvoyce, 7 
Irgletion Forthe Romaine Emperic: þ 
Chbpſen Aa4 onicus, ſurnamed Pins, C 
Fo! many good and great deſertsto Rome: 
A qubler maa, a braver warriour, | 
Eigesrot:Þis day within the Citty walls, : Br 
Heby the Senatdis accited home, Tr 
Frgm weat y warres again(t che barbarous Gothes, | Big ons” 
T hat with his ſonres( aterror to.our foes) «+ C 
Hath yoaktanation {trong, traindypin Armes, | Ri 
Tetine yeares are ſpent lince fir{t he vndertooke d 11-4 7 
This cauſe of Rome, and challiſed with Armes Ii:1* Oo 
Our enemies pride : Five times he hath returnd | | 
Bleeding to Rome, bearing h:s valiant ſonnes 
In Colthnsfromthe held, | | | 
And now at laſt, laden with honours ſpoiles. | 
Return.sthe-g00d Ardrin cy; to Roms, _. | | Ro 
Renowned 7 «:#: flouriching in Armes, ( [4 1s 
Lervsintreatby honour of his name , | | IN 
Whome worthily you would heucnow fucceede, bh 
Andintne Capitoll and Senatesright, | Fre 
Whome you ptetendto honowurand adore, | | L200 
That you withdraw you, and abate your ſtrengihy, | YT. 
Diſmaſle your followers, and as ſutz1s ſhould, | | i 
lcad your deſerts 1n peaceans humblenes, | j fonn 
Saiurns ui .. Ef} abs 
How fairethe Tribune ſpeakes tocalme my thoughts, Cu, 
B ajsianur , | | - angel 


Adin cas Antlr onicaty lo 1 dot allicg. 


4 | ] I wy, 
of Titus Andronicus: 


In thy vprightnesand integrity, 
Andſolloueand honour thee and thine, 
Thy noble brother 7'«s and his ſonnes, 
And herto whome my thoughts are humbled all, 
Gracious Lawinta,Romes rich Ornament, B 

That [will heerediſmiſſe my louing friends ! 

Andtomy fortuncsand the peoples fauour, ; 
Commit my cauſe in ballance to be waid, Exit Souldiert. 


Saturninus, | 
Friends, thathane beene thus forward in my right, 
I thanke you all, and heere diſmiſle you all, 
Andrto theloneand favour of my Country, 
Commit my ſ{elfe, my perſon, andthe caufe,. 
Rome beas uſt and gracious vnto mez 
As1am conftidentand kinde to thee. 
Open the gatesandletmein, | 
Baſciarui, Tribanes and mea poore Competitor, 
They goe vp mio the Senale hotſes. 


Enter a Captaine, 
Romaires make way, the good Andrenicus, 
Patron of vertue, Romes beſtfChampion: 
Siccesfull inthe bartajjcs that he tightes, 
With hcnourar.d with fortune is returnd; - 
From where he ſircumſcribed with his {word}. 
And brought to yoake theenemics of Rome, 


Sand Dr»mmes ani Trumpets, and then enter two of Titug: 


Sounes,a dihen two men bearing a Coffia coner: dwith blocke then 


t\ro 0: ker [0::425.then Titus & ndronicys andihen Tiamorathe 
Cneenct of Gothes ard ker twofounts, Chiron ana Demettivs, 
with Aron ive Moregand oth tt 5,445 1549 v as can bey heniſet donne 
thc Crſſin, dd Titusſpehess 
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The moſt Iamentable Trage die 


Tits, Haile Rome, victorious in thy mournining weeds: 


L oe as the barke that hath diſchargd his fraught, 
Rerurnes with precious lading to the bay, 

From whenceat fuſt he wayed her anchorage: 
Commeth An4ronicus bound with Lawrell bowcsy 
Toreſalutchis country with his teares, 

Tearcs of rue ioy for his returne to Rome, 

T hou great defendet of this Capitoll, 

Stand gracious to the rites that we intend. 
Romaines, of fineand twenty valiant ſonnes, 

| Halfc of the number that king P>iam had, 
Behold the poore remaines alive and dead ! 

T keſe that furujue, let Rome reward with louc : 
Theſe that Lbring vnts theirlateſt home, 

With buriall among({t their aunceſtors, | 
Heere Gothes have given me leave to ſheath my ſword, 
Titn: ynkiride, and careles of thine owne, 
Why ſuffcrſt thou thy ſonnes vnburied yet, 

To houer on the dreadfull ſhoreof Stix? 

Make way to lay them by their bretheren. 


Theyopenthe Tombe, 

Theregreetcin ſilenceas the dead are wont, 
And ſlcepein peace, ſlaine in your Countrics wartes : 
O ſacred receptacic ofmy ioyes, | 
Sweet C<ll of vertue and Nobilitic, 
How many ſonaes ofmine haſt thou in ftore, 
T hat thou wilt neuer render to memore? | 

Lucs, Giue vsthe proudelt priſener ofthe Gothes, 
That we may hew hislimbes, and ona pile | 
Ad manus fratruam, ſacrifice hisfleſhs 
Before this earthy priſon of their bonew 
That ſo the ſhadowes be not vnapeaſd, 
Nor we diſturbd with prodigics on carth. 
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| Totremblevnder Tus threatning leoke, 


" of T itus Andyonicys. 
*- Tin Teivehimyou, thenoblefl that ſurulbes, 


Theeldeſt ſonne of his diſtrefled Queene. 


| Tamo.Stay Romaine brethren, graciougconquerets 


ViRorious T5:#5, ruethetearesTthed, 
A mothersteares in paſſion for her ſonne : 
And ifthy ſonnes were cuer deere to thee, 
Oh thinke my ſonne to be as deere to mee. 
Sufficeth not that we are brought to Rome 
To beavtifie thy trivmphs, andreturne 
Captiue tothee,and torhy Romaine yoake, 
But muſt my ſonnes be ſlaughtered in the ſtreetes, 
For valiant doing3 in their Countries cauſe? 
Oifto fight for king and common weale, 
Were piety in'thine, itisin theſe: 
o_— ſtaine not thy tombe with blood, 

ilt thou draw neercthe nature of the Gods? 
Draw neerethem then in being mercifuf], 


| Sweet mercy 1s Nobilitiestrue badge, 


Thrice noble T:1#s ſpare my firſt borne fonne. 
Titus. Paticnt your ſelfe Madam, and pardon me, 


' Theſe aretheir brethren, whome you Gothes beheld 


Aliue and dead, and for theif bretheren ſlaine, 
Religiouſly they askea facrifice: 


' To this your ſonne is markt anddic he muſt, 
' T'appeaſe their groning ſhadowes that are gone. 


r Lucius, Away with him and make a fire ſtrajght, 
And with our ſyords vponapileof wood, 
Let's hew his limbestill they be cleane conſurnde; 
Exiu Titus ſonnes with Alaybus. 
Tamora, O cruel] irreligious picty. 
Chron, Was cuer Scythia halfe ſo barbarous? 
Deme. Oppole net Scythia to ambitious Rome, 


Alarbus goes to reſt, and we ſurniue, 
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The moſt lamentable Tragedie ' 


Then Madam ſtand reſolu'd, but hope withall, 
The ſelfe fame Gods that arm:de the Queene of Troy 
With oportunitie of ſharpe revenge 
Vponthe Thracian Tyrant in his Tent, 
May fanour T amorathe Queene of Gothes, 
(When Gothes were Gothes, and 7 amora was Queene) 
To quit the bloody wrongs vpon her foes, 
E- ter the [onnes of Andronicus againes 

Lucins, See Lord and fatherhow we have performd 
Our Romainerightes, A/2>bus limbs arelopt, 
Andaintrals feede the facrifiſing fire, 
Whoſe ſmokelikeincenſe doth perfumethe skie, 
Remaineth nought butto interrcour bretheren, 
And with lowd larums welcome them toRom:., 

Titus, |-et it be ſo, and let Anaronicus | 
Make this his lateft farewell to theyr ſoules, * 

Sound mumpets, andlay the Coffin inthe Tombes 
In peace and honour reſt you heere my ſonnes, 
Romes readieſt Champions, repoſe you hereinreſt, 
Secuic from worldly chaunces and miſhaps ; 
Herelutks no treaſon, hereno enuie ſwels, 
Here grow no damned grudgges, here arc no tormes, 
No noy fe, but ſilence andetcrnall fleepe, 
In peace and honour reſt you heere my ſonnes. 
Enier Lauimia, 
Lai. In peace and honour, live Lord Ticxs long, 

My noble Lord and Father liven fame; 
Loeatthis Tombe my tributarietearcs, 
I render for my bretherens obſequies! | 
And at thy fecteI kneele, with teares ofioy | 
Shedon the carth tor thy returneto Rome. 
O bleſle me heere with thy viRarivus hand, 
whoſe fortunes Row-: beſt Citizens applauld, 
Titus, Kind Romeythat haſt thus louingly reſerude 
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of Titus Andronicus. 

The cordiall of mine age to glad my hart, 
Lawiia le, outliue thy fathers dayes, ——_—_ 
And Fames eternall date for vertues praiſe, 

Marcus, Long live Lord Ti:#3,my beloued brother, 
Gracious triumpher in the eyes of Rome, 

Tins. Thankes gentle Tribune, noble brother Marcus 

Aarcus. And welcome Nephewsfrom ſucceſtull wars, 
Youthat ſuruiue, and you that ſleepe in fame : 
Faire Lords your fortunes are aliketn all, 
That in your Countries ſeruice drew your ſwords. 
Bir fafer triumph is this funerall pompe, 
T hat hath afpirdeto S/ons happines, 


 Andtriumphs over chaunce inhonors bed. 


Titus Androniczs, the peop)e of Rome, 
Whoſe friendin iuſtice thouhaſt everbene, 
Send thce by me their Tribune and their truſt, 


| This Patliamentof white and ſpotlefle hue, 


Andnamethceinele&ionfor the Empire, 
Wirh theſe ourlate deceaſed Emperours ſonnes: 


Be {andidatrns then, and putit on) 
 Andhelpetoſet a head on headles Rome. 


Tits, A better head her glorious body fits, 


| Then his, that ſhakes for age and feceblenes : 
. What ſhovid Id'on this robe and trouble you, 
» Be choſen with proclamations to day, 


To morrow yeeld vp rule, reſigne my life, 


*| And ſet abroad new buſines for you all, 


Romel hane benethy Souldier forty yeares, 


| Andled my Countriesſtrength ſuccesfully, 


An9buried oneand twenty valiant ſonnes, 
Knightedin Field, fJaine manfully in Armes, 
Inrightand ſeruice of their noble Countric: 4 
Give mea ſtaffe of Honourfor mine age, 

But not aſceptcr to controule the world, 
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The moſt lamemable T ragedic 


| Vpright ke held it Lords, that held itlaſt, 

Marcus. Tirs,thou ſhalt obtaine and aske the Emperie, 

Sat#r, Proud andambitious Tribune canſt thou tell? 

Titus, Patience Prince Sararrmus, - 

Satur, Romaines doe meright. 

Patricians draw your ſwords and ſheath them not 
Till Satwrn5nus be Romics Emperour : 

Angronicas would thou wertſhipt to hell, 

Rather thenrob meof the peoples harts, 

Lucins, Proud Saturnine, interrupter of the good 
T hat noble minded T5445 meanes to thee. ; 

Tu:#s, Content thee Prince, I will reſtore to thee 
Thepcoplesharts, and weane them fromthemlclues, 

 Buiſitan, Andronicus, I doenot flatter thees? | 
But honour thee, and will dovill I die: 
* My faction if thou ſtrengthen with thy friend, | 
I will woſt thankfull be, and thanks to men 
Of noble mindes, is honorable meede. | 

Titus. Peopleof Rome, and peoples Tribunes here, | 
I aske your voyces and your ſuffrages, | 
Will you beſtow them friendly, on Andronicut? 

Tribumes, To gra tifie the good Anadronicus, 
And gratulate his ſafereturneto Rome, © fl 
The people will accept whome be admits, 

Tits, Tribunes 1 thanke you, and this fute I make, 

That you'treate your Emperours cldeſtſonne, 

Lord Satwrnine, whoſe vertues will I hope, 

RefletonReweas T ytans rayes on carth, | 

And ripen iuſtice in this common weale : - ; 
Then if you will ele& by my aduiſe, | 
Crownehim, andſay, long liveour Emperour, 

AMarces. 'eAn. With voyces and applaule ef cuery ſort, 
Patricians and Plebeans we create | 


Lord Satwrvinus Romer great Emperour. + ; | 
| ; And | 
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o Titus Andronicus. 
And lay, Long line owr Emperour Saturnine. 
Saturni. Titus Anaronicus,tor thy fauours done; 
Tovs in oureleion this day, | 
I giuctheethankes in part of thy deſerts, 
And will with deeds requitethy gentlenes : 
And for an enſet Titus to aduance 


|  Thyname, andhonorablefamilie, 
|  LaxiniawillI make wy Empreſle, 
/ Romerroyall Miftris, Miſtris ofmy hart, 


And intheſacred Pathan her eſpouſe: 

Tell me Avdron:exr doth thismotion plecaſethee? 
T:itks, It doth my worthy Lord, andia this match, 

I hold mehighly honoured of your Grace, 

And heerein fight of Romegto Saturnine, 

King and Commander of our common weale, 

The wideworlds Emperour, doe Iconſecrate, 

My ſword, my Chariot, and my priſoners, -. 

Preſents well worthy Romes imperiall Lord : 

Receive them then, the tribute that I owe, 


' Mine honeurs Enfignes humbled at thy feete- 


Satwr. Thankes noble Titus, Father of my life, 
How proud lam of thee, and of thy gifts 
Rome (hall record, and when I do forget 
Thelcaſtoftheſe vnſpeakable deſerts, 
Romans forget yourfealtic tome, 

Titus, Now Madam are youpriſoner toan Emyerour, 
To him that for your honour and your ſtate, 
Will vſc you nobly andyour followers. 

Satur. A gooly Lady, truſtme ofthe hue 
ThatI wovldcbooſe, were tochooſe a new : 
Cleere vp faire Queene that cloudy coumtenance, 
Though chance of war hath wrought this change ofcheere, 
Thovcomfinat to bemadeaſcornein Rome; © 
Princcly. ſball be thy vſage cvery way, 
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Reſton my word, and et not diſcontent | | 
D:unt alyour hopes: Madame he c-mfotts you, 
Can make you greater then ;h2Queene of Gothes; 
L aytinia y cv atc not diſpleaſd with this, - 
Lana. NotI my Lord, ith true Nobilitie, 
Warrants theſe words in princely curtefie. * 
Satrr, Thankes ſwecte Lavinia, Romaas letys goe, 
Raunſomles heere we'ſet our priſoners free, 
Proclaime our honours Lords with trumpe and Drum, 
B iſtiaaus, Lord Tims by yourleaue, this maid is mine. 
Tits, How fir, are you incarneſt then my Lord? 
B iſsias I noble Tirus,and refolu'd withall, 
To doe my (cIfe this reaſon andthi; right. 
Aarcus, Sunm eniquam is our Romance iultice, 
This Prince in juſtice ceazeth but his owne, 
 Luciw, And that be wiil and ihall, if Lucizs line, 
Turns, Traytors auaunt,where is the Emperours gard? 
Treaſon my Lord, L.u:niais lurprifgde, 7 
Saiir, Surpritde, by whome? 
Baſing, By him that tuſtly may 
Bearc his betrorhd, from a!l che world awav, 
e1uiinus, Brothers lelpe toconuey her hence away, 
And with my ſword Ie ieepethisdoore ſafe. 
\ Ticus. Foliow my Lord, and le ſoone bring her back, 
A1niinr, My Lora you pallenot heere, 
7i:tzs, What villaine boy, barſt memy way in Rome? 
HMautins Helpe Luci helpe, He hills him, 
Lucius, My Lord you are vnwſt, and more then ſo, 
In wrongful! quarrgil you hau: {laine your ſonne, 
Titus. Nor thou, ror he are any fonnes ot n.jne, 
ly ſonnes wodld neucr ſo diihonour me, 
Traytor reſtore Laumiato the Emperour, 
Lucius, Deadifyou w1ll bat not to be his witc, 


That isanothets lawfail promitious.. 
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E ute? aloft the Emperonr wit) Tamora and her two 
ſornes, and Aron the Moore, 


Emperonr, No Titus, no, the Emperour nceds her nots 


Nor her, nor thee, nor any of thy ſtocke: 

Ve truſt by leifurehim that mocks me once, 
Theeneuer,norihy trayt-rous haughty ſonnes, 
Confederatesall thus todiithonour me, 

Was nonein Rume to make a ſtale 

But Saryrn:nef? Full well Andronicur 

Agree theſedeeds, with that proud braggc ofthine, 
That ſaidſt Lbegd the Empireat thy hands. 


Tuus, O mon{t; ous, whatreprochiull words ere theſe? 
'S4tzr. But goe thy wayes, goe givethat changing peece, 


To him that :louriſht for her with his ſword : 
A valiant ſonnein law thou ſhait enioy, 
One,fit to bandy with thy lawlefle ſonnes, 
Toruflle in the Common-wealth of Rome, 
- Tunr, Theſe wordsarerazors tomy wounded hart.. 


Sur Andtherelorelouely Tamora Queene of Gather, 


T hat like the Rarely 75«be mongſther Nimphs, « 
Doſt overſhine thegallant'ſt Dames of Rome, 

If thou be pleaſd with this my ſodaine choy (e, 
Behold I choole thee Tamora for my Bride, 

And will create thee Emperceſicof Rome, 

Speake Queeneof Gothes colt thou applaud my choy le? 
And heere[ ſweare by all the Romaine Gods, 

Sith Prieſt andholy water areſo neere, 

And tapers burne ſo bright,and euery thing - 
In readines for Hymenens ſtand, | 
I willnot refalute the ftreets of Rome, 

Or climemy Pailzcegtil from forth this place; 

Ilead eſpouide my Bride along with me. 


Taerors. And heerein fght ot heavento Rome 1 {weare, 


It Saturmine aduancethc Queene of Gothes, 
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'She will a handmaid be to his defires, 
A loving Nurſe, a Metner to his youth, 
Sat, Aſcend faire Queene, Panthcan Lords,accompany 
" Your novle Emperour and his louely Bride, | 
Sent by the heanens for Prince Satwrnine, 
Whoſe wiſdomehath her Fortune conquered, 
T here hall we conſummate our ſpouſall rites, 
Excunt omnes. 
Titus. I am not bid to waitevpon thisBride, 
Tus when wert thou wont to walkealone, 
Diſhonpured thus and challenged of wrongs? 
Enter Aaroins and T 1:85 ſonnes, 
HMavycus, O T itz (ee | O fee whatthon haſt done! 
Ina bad quarrel! {laine a vertuous fonne, * — 
Titus, No fooliſh Tribune, no; No ſonneof mine, : 
Nor thou, nor theſe, confederates in the decde, 
T hat hath diſhonoured all our Family, 
Vaworthy brother, and yaworthy ſonnes. 
Lucius. But let vs giue him buriall as becomes: 
Give Mutizs buriall withiour bretheren. 
Titus, Traytors away, hereſts notinthis tombe ; 
This monument fiue hundreth yearcs hath ſtood, 
Which I haue ſumptuoufly reedificd : 
Heetenone but Souldiers and Romes Seruitow, 
Repoſc in fame : None baſcly ſlaine in braules, 
Bury him where you can he comes not keere. 
Marcus, My Lord this is impiety in you, 
My Nephew Harms deeds doplead for him, | 
He mult be buried with his bretheren, 1 
Titks two ſonnes ſpeaker. 
And ſball, or him we will accompany. 
Titzs. And ſhall! What villaine was it ſpake that word? 
T wut ſonne ſpeakess "DA 
He that would vouch ic in any place but heere, 
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Heliucs in fame that dide in vertues cauſe. 


of Titus Andronicus. * 


Titus What would you bury himin my deſpight? », 
 Marens, Nonoble Tiras but intreat ofthee, 
To pardon Hutizs, andto bury him, p 
Turns. Marcus, Even thou haſt ſtroke vpon my crelt,. 
And with theſe boyes mige honour thou haſtwoun.ded, 
My foes Idoe repute you every one, | 


So trouble me no more, but get you gone. 


' 3.Soxne, Heis not with himſelfe, let vs withdraw. 

e Soxne, Not I till Mutixs bones be buried. 
T he brother and the ſonnes kreele.. 

- Carers. Brother, for in thatname doth nature plead 
2.Sonne, Father,and in thatname doth nature ſpeake. 
Titus. Speake thou no more ifall the reſt will ſpeede, 
Har, Ren-wned Titus more then halfc my foule» 
Lutins, Deare Father, ſoule and ſubſiance cf vsall 
Marc. Suffer thy brother Harens to interre 

His noble nephew heere in vertnes neſt, 
Thatdied in honour and Lauimios cauſe, 
Thouart a Romaine be not barbarous : 
The Greckes vpon adviſe did bury Aiax 


| Thatflew himlelfe:; and wiſe Laerres {onney 


Did graciouſly plead for his Funerals; 
Let not young Ma:iwsthen that was thy ioy, 
Bebard hisentrance heere, 

Tins, Riſe Marcss,rile, THe 
The diſmalſt day is this that ere I aw, 
Tobe diſhonored by my ſoanesin Rome: 
Well bury him, andbury me the next. 

T bey put him inthe Tombe, 
Lyucixs, Therelie thy bones ſweet Mutinr with thy friends 
Till we with Trophecs do adorne thy tombe., 
T hey all kneel- and ſay, 

No mag ſhed teares for noble Mutrgr, 
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The moſt Iamentable Trage die 
| Exit all but Marcus and Titus, | 

CIHarcrs. My Lord to ſtep out oftheſc dririe dumps, | 
How comes it that the ſubtile Queene of Gothes, 
Isof a ſodaine thus aduancd in Rome? 

Titus, I know not Marces: butl know it 1, 

( Whether by deuife orno) thc heanens can tell, 
Is ſhenot then bcholding to the man, | 
LhatÞrought her for this high good turneſo farre? 


Enter the Emperor, T1moraand her two ſounets, with the Moore 
at ene doore, Enter 4t the other doore Baſsranus and 
Lazninia with others, 


Saturn. So Baſijanns, you have plaid yourorizeg 
God giuc you ioy fir of your gallant Bride, 

Baſci., And you of yours my Lord. ſay no more, 
Nor-wiſh noleſfle, and ſo Itakemy leaue. 

Setzer. Traytor, if Rome hauclaw, or we haue power, 
Thou and thy faction ſhall repent this Rape, 

Baſria. Rape call you it my Lord, to ceaſe my owne, 
My true betrothedloue, and now my wife? 
Bur let thelawesof Romedetermineall, 
Meane while I am pofleſt of charis mine, 

Sater. Tis good lir, youare veryſhort withvs, | 
Butif we live wecle be as ſharpe with you. % 

Ba/1ian, My Lord,what I have done as belt I mays 
Anſwere I muſt, arid ſhall do with my life, 
Onely thus much 1 giue your Grace to know, 
By all the dutics that I oweto Rome, 
This noble Gentleman, Lord 7 :ss heere, 
Is in opinion and in honour wrong'd, 
Thatinthereſcuc of Lawiaia, | 
- With his owne band did (lay his youngeſt ſonne, ; 
In zealero you,and highly mou'd to wrath, 


of Titus Andronicus 


To be controvld in that he frankely gaue, 
Receauc him then tofauour Saturnize, 
That hath expreſt himſelfe in all his deedes 
A Father anda friend to thee and Rome. 

Titxs, Prince Baſcianas leane to plead my deeds, 
T's thou, and thoſe, that hane diſhonoured re, 
Rome and the righteous heauens be my iudge, 
How Ihanelon'd and honoured Satarnive. 

Tamora, My worthy Lord ifcuer Tamora, 
Were gracious in thoſe princely eyes of thinoy 
Then heare mefpeakeindifferently forall : 
Andat my ſute({weetc) pardon what is palt, 

Sarure What Madam, be diſhonoured openly, 
And baſcly pilt it vp withoutrevenge? | 

Tamoras N ot ſo my Lord, theGods of Rome forfznd 
I ſhould be Authortodifſhonour you, l | 
But on mine honour dare I vndertake, 
For good Lord Tit#sinnocencein all; * 
Whoſefury not diſſembled ſpeakes his griefes ; 
Then at my ſutelooke graciouſly on him, 
Looſe notſo noble a friend on yainc ſuppole, 
Nor with ſowre lookes affli his gentle heart. 

My Lord, be ruld by me, be wonne atlaſt, 
Diſſemble all your griefes and diſcontents, 
You are but newly planted in your Throne, 
Leaſt then the people, and Patricians too, 
Vpoenaiuſt ſurvay rake Titus pars, 
And ſoſupplant vs for ingratude, 
Which Romereputes to be a hainous ſinne. 
Yeeldatintreats, and thenlet me alone 


A 


TIlefindeaday to maſſacre them all, 


Andrace their faQion and their familic, 

T he crnell Father, and his trayt:ous canes, 

To whomel ſued ior my decreſonnes life, 
C. | 
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The moſt Iamentable Tragedic 
And makethem know what tis to let a Queene 
Kneele in the ſtreetes, and beg for grace 1n vaine. 
Come, come,ſweet Emperour, (come Andronicws ) 
Take vp this gvodold man, and cheere the heart, 
Thatdciesintempeſt of thy angry frowne. | 

King, Rile Tras,rife, my Empreſle hath prevaild,. 

Tins, Ithankey our maicſtie, and hermy Lord. 

eſe words, theſe lookes, infuſenew life 1n mes» 

Tamora, Tiins Iam incorporatein Rome, 

A Rowan now adopted happily, 

And mult 2duiſe the Empereur for his zood, 
This day all quarrels die Andronicur, 

Andletitbemine honour god my Lord, 

T hat I have rcconcil'd your friends and yous 
Fer you Prince Baſrianrs, I have pall 

My wordand promiſe to the Emperour, 

That you will bemore milde and tractable, 

And feare not Lords : and you. L axiniay 

By my aduiſeall-humbled on your knees 
Youſfhall aske pardon of 13 Maieltie, 

ll, Wedoe, and vow co heaucn, and to his highnes, 

That what wedid, was mildly as we might, 

Tendring our lifters honour and our owne. 

Aarc, That on mie honour heere I do protelt. 

XK:no, Away andialkenot, trouble vs no wore, 
$Tamor;, Nay nay, {veet Emperour, we mult all be friends 
The Tribune andhis Nephews kneele for grace, 

] wiil not be denied, ſweet hart looke back, 

King. Marcus, for thy luke and thy biothers heerc, 
Andatmy louely Tamoras intreats, / 
I doeremittFeſe young menshaynons f.ults 
Stand vp: Lavinia, thoughyou left ie lkeWyric, 
I fond a friend, and ſure as death I (wore, 
] ;vould not parts Batchiter from the prieſt. - 
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* This day ſhall be a lone-day Tamora. 


of Titus Andronicus, , 
Come,ifthe Emperours court canfeaſttwoBrides; 
Youare my gueſt Lawiniaz and your friends; 


> DAG oO RARE.” + 


Titus, Tomorrow and itpleaſe your Maieſtic, 

To huntthe Panther avd the Harewith me, 

With horne and hound, weele giue your grace bon jour, 
Sarum, 'Beitſo Titnr, and gramercy to,  - Excnnt 
| ſound Trumpets, manet Moore, 

. Aren, Now climeth Tamora Olympus toppe, 


nent 


Safe outof Fortunes ſhot, and fits aloft, @ 
Securecofthunderscrackeor lightning flaſh, D 
Aduanc'd abouepale enuies threatning, reach, JH. 
As when the golden ſunne ſalutes the morne, Li 
And having Silt the Ocean with his beames, © | 
 Gallops the Zodiacke in his gliſtering coach, "F108 
And ouer-lookes the higheſt piering hills. ” 
So T amora. = 


Vpon her wit doth carthly honour waite, 


| Andvertueſtoopes and trembles at her frowne, 


Then Aron arme thy hart, and fit thy thoughts, 
To mount aloft with thy Emperiall Miſtris; 

And mount her pitch, whomethouin triumph long 
Halt priſoner held,fettred in amorous chaines, 
And faſter bound to Aron; charming eyes, 

Thenis Prometheas tideto Caucaſrs. 

Away with ſlauiih weedes and idliethoughts, 


. Twill be bright and ſhine in pearle and gold, YN | : 


To waite vpon this new made Empcrefle, 

To wake ſaid 1? to wanton with thisQueene, 
This Goddeſle, this Semerimis, this Queene, 

T his Syren, that will charme Romes Sarurnine, 


And ſec his ſhipwracke,and his Common- weales, : 


Hollo, whatftorme is this ? | 
Enter ( bjron and Demetrias bran;no. _f 
_- E D. met, £ 


The moſt lamentable Tragedic 


Demet, Chirenthy yeres wants wit, thy wit wants edge For 
And manners to intrude where Iam gracd, | | | Anc 
And may for ought thou knorweſt affeed be, HTM 

Ch:ros, D-metrius, thou dooſt ouerweene in all, - No' 

s- | | And ſo in this, to beare me downe with braves, | Thi 
 Tisnotthediffcrenceofayereortno, 1 Wh 

Makes melelle gracious, or thee wore fortunate 2 | [ |, -: Tris 

] amas able, and as fat as thou, } | |; Wh 

To ſerue, and to deſerue my Miſtris grace, - 0 0y Or 

And that my ſword vpan thee ſhall approue, ita; . Thi 

And plead'my paſſions for L xinias loues [| Wit 

Aloore Chubs, clubs, theſc lovers willnot keepthe peace, | You 

Deme. Why boy, although our mother (voaduizd) [j Thi 
Gaue you a daur:fing rapier by your ſide, * T 
Are you ſodeſprat growne fothreat your friends? Ilok 
Gone too : haue your lath glued within your ſheath, DD Dt 
Till you know better how to handle it, / Lam: 

Chiron, Meane whilefir, with the little skill T haue, | A4 
Full well ſhalt thou perceiue how much I darc. Hoy 
* D:met. Thoy, grow ye ſo brauc? they araw . | And 
Apon, Why how now Lords? I tell 
So necere the Emperours pallace dare you draw , | By tl 
And maintaine ſuch a quarzel] openly 2 _ C, 
Full well I wote,the ground of ail this gru2ge, Toa 
I would not foramill:;on«fgold, Arc 
The cauſe were knowneto them ic molt concernes, D-; 
Nor would your noble mother for muc!1 more Shee 
Be ſo 4ithonor: dinithe Court of Rome, Shee 
For ſhatne put vp. | | Shee 
Demet. Not I, till Ihancſheathd | | Whai 
"—_ Myrapicrinhisboſome, and withall' |. | J'Hek 
Dhruſtehefe reprochfull ſpeeches downe his throat, Of a 
T hat he hath vreathd in my diſhanourheete, | Tho, 
Cygiron, For that Tam prepard, andfull rc{olude, Bette 

| | Foulc 


) 
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of Titus Andronicus; 


Foule ſpoken Coward, that thundreſt with thy tongue, 
And with thy weaponnothing durſt performe, / 
Moores Away l1 ſays | 
| Now by the Gods that warlike Gothes adore, 
This petty brabble will vadoo vs all : 
Why Lords, and thinke you nothow dangerous 
Itis toietypona Princesright? 
What is Laniniathen become ſolooſe, 
Or Baſ3ianms ſo degenerate, 
That for herloue ſuch quarrelsmay be brocht,. 
Without controulement;tuſtice, orreucnge? 
Young Lords beware, and ſhould the Empreſſe know, 
Thisdiſcords ground, the muficke would not pleaſes 
. Chiron, Icarenot I, knew ſhe and all the world, 
Tloue Lq*:miamorethen all the world. | (choiſe 
Demet, Youngling learne thou co make ſome mezner 
Lagximia is thine elder brothers hope. 
Adore, Why are ye mad ? or know ye notin Rome, 
How furious and impatient they be, 
And cannot brooke competitors 1n Joue ? 
I tell you Lords,you doc but ptot your deaths, 
By this deuile. 
Chnov, Aron, A thouſand deaths would I propoſe, 
To atchicucher whome Ido loue. 
Aron, To atchicuc her, how ? 
Demetrri, Why, makes thou it ſo ſtrange? 
Sheets a woman, therefore may be woo'd, 
Shee is a woman, therefoze may be wonne, 
Shee is Lauinia therefore muſt be lou'd. 
What man, more water glideth by themill 
Then wots the Miller of, and eafte it 1s, 
Ofacutloatetoſtealea i; ive we know : 
Though Bz/vianns be theEmperours brother, 
Better then he haiie worne V#/rars badge, 
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T be moſt lametitable'Tr agedie 

Hoore. I, andas good as Satwrnine may. 

Demet. Then why ſhould hediſpaire that knoyes to 


With words, fairelookes, and liberality? * (courtit 


What haft not thou ſil often ſtrucke a Doe, 
And borne her cleanly by the Keepers noſe? 
Moore Why thenit ſeemes ſomecertaine ſnatchor {6 
Would ſerue your turnes, 
Chiron, Iſotheturne were ſcrucd, 
 Demer, Aronthou haſt hitit, 


Moore, Would ycu had hitittoo, 


Then ſhould not we be tirde with thisadoo, ; 
Why harkeyec,harkeyce, and are youſuch fooles, 
To ſquarefor this? would it offend you then 
T hat both ſhould ſpeede? | | 
Chiron. Faith not me, 
Demetr, Nor me, ſol wereone, | 
Aren.. For ſhame befriends, and ioyneforthat you iar, 
Tis pollicic and ſtratageme mult doe 
That you aftc@, and ſo muſt you reſolve, 
T hat what you cannot as you would atchieue, 
Yeu muſt perforce accompliſh as you may : 
Take this of me, Lacrece was not more chaſt 
Then this Lauinia, Þaſnanns loue, 
A ſpcedier courſe this lingringlanguiſhment 
Muſt we perſuec, and I have found the path : 
My Lords, a ſolemne hunting 1s in hand, 
There will thc louely Roman Ladies troope : 
Theforreſt walkes are wide and ſpacious, 
And many vntrequentcd plots thereare, 
Fitted by kinde forrapeand villanie : 
Single you thitherthen this dainty Doe, 


' Andftiikcher home By forccif not by words, 


This way ornotaiall, ſtand youin hope, 
Con come, our Ewpreſie-with her ſacred wit 
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. Willwe acquaint withall that we intend, 


That will nor ſuffer you to ſquare your ſelnes, . 


| Ipronnſed your Grace, a Hunter: peale,. 


s& 


of Titus Andronicus, P 
Tovilanicand vengeance conſecrate, _—— f 


And the ſhall file our engines with aduiſe, 


Butto your wiſhes height aduance y ou both, 
The Emperours court is like the houſe of fame, 
The pallace full of tongues, of cyes, of cares : | 
The woodsareruthles, dreadfol}, deafe, and dull : | y 
There ſpeake; and{trike braue boyes, andtakeyour turnes: | i | 
There ſerue your luſt, ſhado;yedfrom heauens eye, | _ 
Ard reuell in Lasimias treaſuric, 
' Chirxoy. Thy counſclllad ſmells of nocowardiſe. 

Demet, Sit fas amt nefas,ti!1 I finde the ſtreame, 
To coole this heat, a charme tocalme their fats, 
Per Stigiayper manes Vehor, Excuit. 


| AdoD 
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Enter Titus Andronicus and his three ſonner, waking 
4 no) ſe with hounds and hornes, | | 
Titus, The huntis vp, themorne is brightand gray, 
The fields are fragrant, and the woods are greene, 
Vncovple heere, andletvs makea bay, | 
And wakethe Emperonr, and his louely Bride, 
Androuzethe Prince, and ring a hunters peale, 
That all the court may eccho with the noyle, 
Sonnes letit be your charge, as it is ours, 
To attend the Eniperours perſon carefully: 
I have benetroubled in my fleepethis night, 
But dawning day new comfort hath infpirde, 
Heere a cry of kowundes, and wide hornes in a peale, then ertcy 
Saturninus, Tamoray Baſſtanns Laninia, Chiron, De« 
metrint,and tbeir Attendants. 
Titus, Many good morrowes to your waieſlie, 
Madam toyov as many andas £0cd . 
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| The moſt lamentable Tragedic 
'F- Satuyrnine, And you haverung ic luſtily my Lords, 
© Somewhat tocarly fornew marricd Ladics, 
B aſia, Lanina, how ſay you? ; ( more. 
Laminia, I ſay no:1 hauc bene broad awake twohoures & 
Satar. Come on then, horſe and Chariots let vs have, 
Andto our ſport: Madam, now ſhall ye ſce, 
Cur Romainc hunting, 20 
Marcus, Thavedoggs my Lord, 
Will rouze the prqudeſt Panther in the Chaſc, 
And clime the higheſt promontary top; 
Titus, AndIhauc horſe will follow where the game 
Makes way, and runnes like ſwallowes ore theplaine. 
Deme, Chironwehuntaot we, with horſe nor hound 
But hope to plucke aſdainty Doe to grounds Excunts 
Enter Aron alone. 
Afoore, Hethat had wit would thinke that Thad none, 
To bury ſo much gold vnder atree, : 
And acuer after toinheriteit, | 
LerHim that thinks ofmeſoabieQly, 
Know that this gold muſt coinca ſtratageme, 
b. Which cunningly eff&&Qed, will beget 
very excellentpecceof villany: 
' © Andſorepofe ſweet gold for their ynreſt, 
That hauetheiralmesout ofthe Empreſle Chet. 
Enter T amora alonetothe Moores | 
Tamora. My louely Aron, wherefore look'ſt thou ſad, 
When euery thing doth make a gleefull boaſt? 
The birdschaurit melody on euery buſh, 
The Snake liesrolled in the chearefull ſunne, 
The greene leaues quiuer with the cooling winde, 
And make a checkerd ſhadow on the ground : 
V nder their ſweet ſhade, Ares let vs hit, 
And whilſt the babling Ecchoe mocks the hounds, 
Replying fhtilly to the well tun'd hornes, 


ol 


As 
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0. Titus Andronicuse 


Asifa double hunt wereheard at once, 
Let vs fit downe and marketheir yellowing noylſe : 
And after conflict ſuch as was ſuppoſde 

The wandering Prince and D:do once enjoyed, ” 
When with a happy forme they wcre ſurpriſde, 

And curtatad with a counſaile-keeping Caue, 
Wemay each wreathedin the others armes, 

( Our paſtimes done) pollefle a golden ſlumber, 
Whiles hounds and hornes,and {weet mclodious birds 
Be vnto v5as is a Nurſesſong | 


 OtLullabic, to bring her Babe aſleepe. 


Aron, Madame, though Yenx: gouerne your deſires, 
Saturne is dominator ouer mine : 
V hat ſignifies my deadly ſtanding eye, 
My f6ilence, and my cloudy melaucholie, 
My fleece of Woolly haire that now vncurles, 
E uen as an Adder when ſhe dotk varowle 
To co ſowefatalkexecution ? | 
No Madam, theſe are no veneriall'fignes, 
Vengeance 15in my heart,'death in my hand, 
Blood and reucngearehawmering in my head, 
Harke 7 amorathe Empreile of my ſoule, 
Which never hopes more heauen thenreſts inthee, 
This is the day of doome for Baſ5:anns, - 
His P/+/ome! muſt looſe her tongue today, 
Thy fonncs make pillage ot her chaſtity, 
And waſh their hands 1n aſ/iazus blood, 
Sceſt thou tl.is letter, takeit vp I pray thee, 
And give the King thisfatall plotted ſcrowle, 
Now queſtion meno wore we arceſpied, 
Heerecomega parcell of our hopefull bcoty, 
W hich dreads not yet thr lives deſtruCtion, 
Enter Batſianus and Lavinia 
Tamora, Ah mytſweete _ lwecter ta me then ite. 
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T be moſt lamentable Tragedie  * 
Moore, No more great Empreſle, Baſrianys comes, | 
Bec erofle with him, and Ile goe fetch thy ſonnes Hy” 
To backethy quarrcll what focre they be, 1Þ 
\Boſiias Who baue we heere? Romes royall Empreſfe, 
Voturniſht ofour well beſeeming trovpe 2 
Oris it Dian hatited like her, 
Who hath abandoned her holy Groves, 
To ce the generall hunting in this Forreſt? 
Tamora, Sawciecontroulerofour priuate ſteps, | 
| Had I the power, that ſoneſay Dian had, | #s 
W--- 1] Thy temples ſhould be planted preſently, | 
K- - With hornes as was A:teons,and the hounds, 
Should drive vpon hisnew tranſformed limbes, 
Vnminnerly intruder as thou art, TH 
Laumia. Vader your patience gentle Empreſle, 
Tis thoughr you havea goodly gift in horning, 
And to be doubted that your Mosrcand you, 
Are ſingled forth cotry experiments : ; 
Tout ſhield your husband from his hounds to dayy | 1 
Tis pitty they ſhould takehimfora Stag, 
- Baſtian. Belceue me'/Queene your (warty Cymerion, 
 Doih make your honour of his bodies huc, 
Sported, deteſt. d, and abhominable, 
Why areyouſcqueſtrea from all your traine? 
Diſmounted from your ſnow white goodly ſtecd, 
And wandred hither to an obſcureplot, 6 
Actompanicd with a barbarous Moore, | | 
FE op It fovle defire had not condrRed you 2? 
l. Lexinia. And being wmtercepted in your ſport, 
Grearreaſonthat my noble Lord be raced | 
For ſauſines, I pray you le? vs hence, 
And ler herioy her Raven cu'Joured loue, 
T his valley fi:strhep-upolepailing well, | 
Byſita, The Kiag wy brother ſhalihauenotice of this, | 
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of Titus Andronicus; 
' Lavinie. 1,fortheſe flips have made him noted long) 
Good King to be ſomightily abuſed. 

Queene, Why I have patienceto endureall this, 

_ Enter Chiron and Demetrius, 

Dem, How now deereſqueraigne & our gracious mother 
Why doth your Highnes looke {opale and wan? 

Lucene, Have Inotreafon thinke yoytolookepale 
Theſe two have tyced me hither to this place, 
A barren,detcſted vale you ſceitis, 
The trees though SommeXT; yer forlorne andleane, 


'S> 


' Orecome with moſle and balefull Miſſelto. 
| | Heere never ſhines the Sunne, heere nothing breedss 


Vnleſſe the nightly Owle or fatall Rauen: 

And whenthey ſhowd me this abhorred pit, 

They told me heereat dead time of the night, 

A thonſandfeinds, a thouſand hiſſing ſnakes, 

Tenthovſand ſwelling toades, as many vrchins, 

Would makeſuch fearefull and confuſed cries, 

As any mortall body hearing it | 

Should ſtraitefall mad,orelſc dieſuddainely, 

No ſooner had they told this helliſh tale, | 

But ſtrait they told me they would b;ademeheere, 

Vato the body of a diſmall Ewe, 

Andleauemetothis miſcrabledeath, 

Andchen they calldme foule adultereſle, 

Laſcivious Goth, and all the bittereſt rcarmes, 

That evereare did heareto ſuch cftc&. 

And had you not by wondrous fortune come, 

This vengeance on me had they executed: 

Revengeit as youloue your mothers ife, 

Oc be ye not henceforth cald my children. 
Demet. This is z witnes that Iam thy ſonne. fab him. 
Chiron, Andthis for me ftrook home to ſhew my ſtrength 
Lavinia, I come Semeramis,nay Barberous Tawora, 
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The moſtlamentable Tragedic 


Fornoname fits thy nature butthy owne. 


Your mothers hand ſhall right your mothers wrong, 
Demer, Stay Madatn heere is more belongsto her, 
Firſt thraſh the corng, then after burnethe ſtraw ; : 
Thisminion ſtood vpon her chaltity, 
Vpon her Nuptiall vow, herloyaltie. 
And with that pau ted hope, braues your mightines, 
| Ard ihall thecarry this vato her grauc? 
| Chiron, And if he doe, I would I werean Euenuk e 
Drag hence her husband to ſome ſccrethole, 
Andmakehis deadtrunke pillow to ourluſt, 
Tamora. But when ye haue the honny we deſire, 
Let not this waſpe out-liue vs bath to ſting. 
{'4on. Iwarrant you Madam we will malce that ſure, 
Come wiſtris, now perforce wewill enjoy, 2 
& hatnice preſerued honeltie of yours, 
Laxmia, Oh Tamora, thou bearcſt a wumans face, 
Tamora. I will nothearc her ſpeake, away with her, 
L 2:14. Sweet Lords intreat her heare mic but a word, 
De-met, Liftea faire Madam, letit be your glory 
Ts lee her teares, but be your hart to them 
Asynrelenting<inttodrops of raine, 
L 1yinia- he n didthe Tigers young ones teach the dam? 
 Odoecnotleatneher wrath, ſheraughrir thee, 
=» , Themilkethouſuckſttrom her eidturneto Marble, 
( | Fuenat hy teat thou had(t thy tyranny, 
| Ycteuery Mother breeds not ſonnes alike, 
| Jo thou intrear her ſhe awoman pitty, (baſtard 
SH 1 | Lb Iron, What wouldſt thou have me proue my ſelfea 
L :#inia, Tis truegthe Raven doth not hatch a Larke, 
Yerhauel heard, Oh could I finde it now; 
T hel 15n moued with pitty, did indure 
Tohauchspriacely Pawes pardcall away. 
Some 


| lit, * 7Tamorg: Give me thy ponyard, youthal wr my boyes - 


V 


of Titus Andronicus; 


| Some ſay that Rauens foſter forlornechildren, 
The whilſt ther owne birds famiſhin their neſts 2 
Oh beto methough thy hard hart ſay no, 
Nothing ſo kinde bur ſomething pitrifull, 
Tamora, I know not what it meare$,away with her, 
Lautja, Oh let meteach thee for my fathers ſake, 
That g2uc theelife when well he might haue laine thee, 
| Be nocobdurate, vpenithy deafe cares. 
+ T-moza. Hadſt thouin perſon nerevftended me, 
Fl Fuen for his ſake am I pittileſſe, | 
| Remember boyes Ipowrd forth teares in yaine, 
| Toſaueyour brother from the ſacrifice, 
| Butfterce Andronicus would notrclent, 
| Thercfure away, with her, and vſe her as you will, 
"The wcrlc to her, the better lou'd of me, 
|. Larivir, Oh Tamora be callda gentle Queene, 
| And with thine owne hands kill mein'this place, 
| Fortis not life thatT haue begd ſo long 
| Poore I was flaivewhen Bu{harns didel 
Tamora, What Begft thou then? fond woman let me '©©e? 
Lauinia T 1s preſcnt death I begs and one thing more, 
| |Thatwomarhocd denies my tongue rotell, | 
? |Ohkeepeme frem their worſethen killing luſt, 
And tun-ble mc into ſeme loathſome pit, 
Where nicuer manseyc may behold my body, 
Doethis and be a charitable murderer, 
Tamora. So\ſhould I:ob my ſweet ſonnes of their fee, 
'No,let them ſatiſfic their lult on thee, 
Demct, Amaysfor thou haft ſtaid ys heere too long» 
L:umia, No grace, no womanhogd, ah beaſtly cicature, 
The blot and enemy to our generall name, = | 
Contufonftall— | (husband 
\- Chinon, Nay then Tleſtop your mouth,brin g thou her 
Thus isihehole where Aroy bid vs hide him. 
| | D 3 Tamorad 
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The moſt lamentable Tragedie 
Tamort Farewell my ſonnes ſcethat you make her ſuge, 
Nereletmy hart know merry checre indeed, 
Till all the Adronicie be made away : 
Now will I hence to ſeekemy louely Moore, 
And let my fpleenefull fonnes this Trull defloure, - 
Enter Aronwith two of T ztus ſonnes. 
Come on my Lords, the better foete before, 
Straight will I bring you to the'lothſomepit, 
Where I eſpied the Panther faſt aſlcepe, | 
DQuimtas, My ſight is very dullyhatereit bodes, 
Hart. And mine I promiſe you, wereitnot for ſhame, 
Well could Ilcaue our ſport to ſleepea while, ; 
: Oxin, What artthou fallen? what ſubtile hole is this, 
Whoſe mouth is couered with rude growing briers, 
Vpon whoſe leaucs arc drops of newſhed blood, 
As freſh as morning s dew eiſtild on flowers, 
A very fatallplace it ſcemesto me, ' 
Speake brotherhaſt thou hurt thee with the fall? 

Marti, Oh brother, withthe diſmalſt obie, 

Thatcuer cyc with fight made hart lament, : 

Aron, Now will I fetch the King to findethem heere; 
 Thathe thereby mayhaue alikely geſlc, 

; How theſe werethey that made away his brother, Exit 

Aarti. Why doſt not comfort me and helpeme qut, 

From this vahollow and blood ftained hole. | 
' 2umt. Iamfſurpriſed with an vncouth feare, . 
A chilling ſweat ereruns mytrembling ioynts, 
My hart ſuſpe&s morethen mine cie can ſee. 

Marr. Toprouvethouhaſta truediuining hart, 
Aron and thou looke downe into this den, 
Andſceafcarcfull rght of blood and death, 

Dnirt, Arex is gonc, and my compaſſionate hast, 
Willnot permit mine eyes once to behold, 
 Thething whereatit tremblesby ſurmilſc 2 


' Brought luther in amolt yaluckic hours, 


of Titus Andronics; 
Ohtell me how itis, forneretill now 


|| Was Iachild, tofeareI knownot what, 


Martins, Lord Baſitanu lies embrewed heere, 


| Allona heape iketoaſlaughtred Lambe, 


In this deteſted darke blood drinking pir. 
Dirt, If it be darke how dooft thou knowtis he? 
Martins. Vpon his bloody finger he doth weare 
A precious rirg, that lighten all the hole: 
Whichlike a taper in fome monument, 
Doth ſhine vpon the dead mans earthly checkes, 


- And ſhewes the raggedintralles of this pit ; 
| Sopale did ſhine the Mcone on Piramus, 
; | When he by night lay bath'd in Maiden blood, 


O brother helpt me with thy fainting hand, 
If feare hath made thee faint, as meet hath, 


| Ountof this fell Ceuovrirg receptacle, 
| As hatcfull as Oc-»s miſftic moath, 


| Bwin, Reach me thy hard, that I may help thee our, 


'| Or wanting ſtrergth to Co: thee ſomuch good, 


I may bepluckt into the ſvallowing wombe, 

Otthis deepe pit, poore Ba/1arns grauc : 

] have no ſtrength roplucke thee to the brink. 

 CMartin' Nor] no ftrengih to clime without thy help; 
Quin. Thy hand ome more, I will net looſeagaine, 

Till thou ?rt heerc aloft, or I below, | 

'T hou canſt not come to me, I come to thees 


' Enter the Emperenr, Aronthe Alooye. 
Satwy. Along with me, le ſee what holcis heere, 
Andwhat hers thatnowy keaptintoit, 
Say, whoartthou thatl.tely didſt deſcend, 


| Intoth:s gaping hollow ofthe earth? 


' Marines The vnhappieſonneofold Andronicar,, 
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The moſt lamentable Tragedic 
Fo finde thy brother Baſiianuns dead, 
4, Saturnin, My brother dcad, I know thou doſt 94 
He and his Lady both are at the Lodge, 
Vpon the north fide of this pleaſant chaſe, 
Tis not an houre ſince Tlefthim there. 
Mart, We know not where you leftthem all aliue, 
But out alas, heers haue we found himdead, 
Entcr Tamara, Ardromentand Lucins, 
Tamors, Whereismy Lord the King ? 


King. Here Tamporagthough grieud with killing epriefe. vj 


7amora. Where is thy brother Baſrianus? 

King, Now tothe bottome doſt thou ſcarch my wound, 
Doore Bi/cianns heere lies murthered, 

T amora, Thenall toolateI bring this fatal writ, | 
Thecomplot of thistimcles Tragedie, | 
And wonder greatly that mans face can fold, 
In plealing ſmiles ſuch murderous tyrannie, 

She ometh Saiurnme aLeliter. 


 Saturnimnusreaads the Letter. 
Andifwemiſſe to meete hims hanſomelyy 
Sweet buntſman Bathianus ts we meant, 
D oe thog ſo much as dig the graur for him, 
T hou bnowſt our meaning, lookt forthy rewaras 
Awony the netrles at the Elier tree, 
Winch ower-ſhades the mouth of that ſame pit, 
ere we aecreed to bury Baſlanus) | 
=, Doeth:s aud purchaſe vs ry laſting friends, | 


King. OhTamora was euer heard the like ? 
This is the pit,and this the elder tree, 
Lo0kefirsif you can inde the h aurſman outs 
That th>uld hauemurthered B u/514nxs heere. 
Aron, My zcaciovus Lord heere 1s the bag of gold, ak 
mg 


\ 
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| of Titus Andyonicus, - 
King, Twoofthy'whelpes, fell curs of bloody kinde, © 
LY Haue heere bereft my brother of his life : | 
| | Sirsdrag them fromthepit ynto the priſon, | 
\ | Therelet them bide vntill we have deuiſd | 
+ | Somencucrheard-of tortering painefor them, - 'y 
| Tamora, What aretheyin this pit, oh wondrousthin gf [1 
How eaſily murder is diſcouered? : 
Titus, High Emperour vpon my feeble knee, 
I beg this boone, with teares not lightly ſhed, | 
'», | That thisfell fault cfmy accurſed ſonnes, 1 
| Accurſcd, iſ the faults be prou'd in them, | 
King. Ifit be prou'de! youſceit rs apparant, 
| Who found this letter, Tamora was it you? 
|. T amora, Andronienshimſelfe did takeit vp. 
| Titur, Idid my Lord, yctlet me be their baile, 
| Forby my Fathersrcucrent tombe 1 vow 
' They.ſhall be ready at your Highnes will, 
To zunrſwere their ſuſpition with their liues, 
K:ng. Thou ſhalt not bajlethemn, ſec thou follow me, 
Some bring che murthcred body, ſome the murtherers, 
Let them not ſpeake a word, the guilt 15 plaine, 
Forby my ſoule, were there worſe end then death, 
That end vpon them ſhould be executed. 
Tamora. 'Andronicus I wil entreat theKing, 
Feare not thy ſonnes, they ſhall do well enovgh, 
Tuu:r. Come Lucius come, ſtay not to talke withthem, | = 
| Enter the Empreſſeſonnes,with Lauinta, er hands cnt off j 
| and her tonguecnr out, audramſht, *4 | 
Demet, So-now goetell andit thy tongue can ſpeake, 
Who twas chat cutthy tongue anc rauitht thee. 
Chiron, Write downethy minde,bewray thy meaning fo, 
Andifthy ftumpes will let thee play the icribe. | 
Demet. Sec how with fignes and tokens ſhe canſcrowſe, 
{ biron. Goc homegcall tor ſweet water; walhth —_—_ 
«met. 
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T he moſt lamentable Tragedie 
D-m:, She hath no tongue tocall, nor hands to waſh, 

And lolets leaucher to her ſilent walkes. | 
Chiron. And twere my cauſe, I ſhould goc hang my ſelfe. 
Deme: If thou hadſt hands to helpe thee knit the cord. 

Enter Marcus from buntins, | 

Who is this my Neece that flies away ſo faſt 

Coſcna word, where is your busband ? 

If Idodreame wouldall my wealth would wake me, 

If Idoe wake, ſome Planet ſtrike me dewne, 

Thar I may ſlumber in cternall ſleepe. 

Speake gentle Neece, what ſterye vngentlt hands, 

Hath lopt and hewd, and made thy body bare, 

Of her cwo | ranches, thoſe ſweet ornaments 


Whoſe circling ſhadowes, Kings hauc ſoughttoſleepein, 


And might notgaine ſo greata happines 
As halfethy loue: Why dooſt not ſpeake tome 2? 
Alas,a crimſon river of warme blood, 

Like to a bubling fountaine ſtird with winde, 

Doth riſe and fall betweene thy Roſed lips, 
Comming and going with thy honny breath, 

But ſure ſome Teres: hith defloured thee, 

Andleaſt thou ſhouldſt dere them, cutthy tongne. 
Ah now thouturalt away thy face for ſhame, . 
And notwithſtanding all this loſle of bl-jod, 
 Asfroma Conduit with their iſſuing ſpouts, 
Yetdoethy cheekes lookered as T ans face, 
Bluthing to beencountred with a clowde. 

Shall I ſpeake for thee, ſhall Ifay tis ſo ? 

Oh that I knew thy hart,and knew the beaſt, 
That Lmight raileat him tocaſemy minde, 

Sorrow concealed, likean Ouen ſtopt, 
Doth burnc the hart to cinders where itis, 
Fatre P.1/omells the butloſt her tongue, 
Andina tedious ſampler (owed her minde, 


of Titus Andronicus: 


Butlouelſy Neece, that meane is cut from thee; ©, 


A craftier Teresshaſt thou wer, 

Andhe hath cutthoſeprctty fingers off, 

That could haue beticr fowed then P/1/owe/. 

Ob had the wonſter ſeene thoſe Liily hands, 
Tremblelike Aſpenicaues ypona Lute, 

And make the filken ſtrings delight to kiſle them, 
He would not the; hauetoucht them for his lites 
Or had he heard the heauenly Harmony, 

Wr:-ich that { veet tongue hath made : 

He would hauedropt his knife and fell aſlzepe, 

As Cerbermiat the T hracian Poets fecte, 

Come lect vs goe, and nakethy father blinde, 

For ſuch a ſigat will blindea fatherseye. | 
One houres{torme will drownethe fragrant meades, 
What will wholc months of teares thy Fathers eyes? 
Doe not draw bac ke, for we will mourne with thee, 
Oh could our mourning eale thy wiſcry. Exenst 


Enter the [udget and Senatonrs with Titws two ſomes bound, 
paſſing on the Stage to the place bf execution, and Titus going bee 
fore pleading, 

Titw:. Heare me gravefathers, noble Tribunes ſtay, 
For pitty.ot mine a ge, whoſe youth was ſpent 
In dangerous warres, whilſt y ou ſcerrely lept. 

For ail my blood in Rowes great quarrell thed, 

For all the froſty nights that I haue watchr, 

And for chcſe bitter teares, which now you lee, 

Filling the aged wrinkles in my checkes, : 

Be pittifull to my condenined Sonnes, 

Whoſe ſoules is nor c« rrupted as tis thought. 

For two and twenty ſonnes I never wept, 

B<caulethey dicd in honours lofty bed, 

Angromens tyeth gow m—_ the Iudger paſſe by kim, 
"© a 
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T be moſt Iamentable Tr ageds e 
Tar cheſe, Tribunes, in the duſtT write 

Mv hartsdeepelanguor, and my ſoules ſad teares: 
Let my teares ſtanch the earths arie appetite, 

My ſonnes ſweet blood, will makeit ſhameand bluſh : 
Ocarth, I willbefricnd theemorewith raine | 
T hat ſhall diſtillfrom thefe twaar:cieatruines, 

Then youthfull Aprill ſhall with all his ſhowres. 

In Summers drought, le drop vpon thee ſtill, 

In Winter with warmetearcs Ile melt the ſnow, 


And keepe eternall ſpring timeon thy face, 


S2 thourefuſc to drinke my deere ſonnes blood, 


Enter Luciut, with his weapon drawne. 
Ohrenerent T:11bunes, oh gentle aged men, * 
Vaobinde my ſoanes, reverſe the doome ot death, 
Andlctmelay {chat ever wept before) 

My teares are now prevaihag Oratours, 
Lucins. Oh noble father youlament in vaine, 
The FTribunes heare you not, noman is by, 
And you recount your ſyrrowes ro aſtane, 
Titus. Ah Lucas for thy brothersler meplead, 
Graue 7 ;sbxnes,once more Tintreat of ygou. | 
Lacius, My gracrous Lerd, no Tribvne heares you ſpeak. 
Titns. Why t:3 no matter man, ifthey did heare 


They wovld not marke me, oritthey did markes 


All bootleſle vatothem. | 
Therefore I tell my ſorrowes bootles tothe ſtones, 
Who though they cannot anſwere my diſtreſle, 
Yet in ſome ſort they are better then the Tribunes, 
For that they will not intercept my tale! 

When I doe weepe, they humbly atmy feete, 
Receiue my teares, and ſceme to weepe withine, 
And were they but attired in graue weedes, 
Rome could afford no Tribune like to theſe. 


Sy 2H, Webs 
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[ But whereforc ſtand(t thou with thy weapon drawne ? 


| From theſe devourers tobebaniſhed? 


of Titus Andronices, _ | 
A ſtone is ſoft as waxe, Tribanes more hard thenſtoness © ; | 


A ſtone is ſilent, and oftendeth nct, | | J!. 
And Tribunes with their tongues doomemen to deaths, f 


Luciar. Toreſcue my two brothers from their death, 
For which attempt the Iudges haue pronounſt 
My euerlaſting doome of baniſhment. ” 

Titxs, O happy man, th:y hauebefriended thee: in 
Why fooliſh Lncews, doſt thou not perceaue 1 
That Romeis but a wildernesof Tigers ? it 
Tigers muſt prey, and Romeaftordsnoprey , 
Butmeand mine: how happy art thou then, 


ag 


©1eo0ds 0NRUS | 


But who come?with our brother Marcus heere? 
Enter Marcurand Lannsi. 
' CMarens, Tus, prepare thy noble eyes toweepe, 

Or if not ſo, thy noble heartto breake : 
I bring conſumirg ſcrrow to thine age, 

T #5, Will itconſumeme? Let meſecit then, 

eHMarc. This was thy daughter, 

Tits, Why Marcus (6 ſhe is. 

Lucins, Ayeme, thizobiekils me. 

Titus, Faint-harted boy, ariſe and looke vpon her, 
Speaks L anmia, what accurſed hand, 
Hath made thee handl.fleintiiy Fathers fight? 
What foole hathadded water tv the Seca ? 
Or brovght a faggot to bright burning Troy 2 
My griete was atthe heighthefore thou camſt, we 
And now like /Vy/u51t diſdaineth bounds: / 
Givemeaſword lle chop oft my hinds too, | 
For they hauc fought for Rome: and allin vaine : 
And they hauenurſt this woe, infeeding life: 
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In booteleſle prayer haue they bene eld vp, 


And thcy baue ſeru'dme to <lIcAleſlevic, 
FE 3 _ Now 
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The moſt lamentable Tragedie 


Now all theſcruice Trequireofthem, 
Is that the one will helpe to cur the other? 
Tis wc ll Laxina that thouhaft no hands, 
For hands to do Romeſeruice, 1s but vaines C- 
Lixcius, Speake gentlefiſter who hath marterd thee ? 
CAHarcss. O that delightfull engine of herthoughts, 
That blabd them with (uch pleaſing cluquence, 
Is torne from forth that pretty hollow cage, 
Where like a ſweet mellodious bicd it ſung), 
Sweet vaiied notesinchaunting cuery care, 
Lucins: Ohſay thou for her, who hath done this deede? 
Marc, Ohthus I tound her ſtraying inthe Parke, * 
Seeking to hide herlelfe as doth the Dearc 
T hat hath receaude ſome ynrecuring wount., 
T«xs. It was my Deare, and he that wounded her, 
Ha'h harrmc mire then had he kild me dead; 
For now Iſt.nd as one vpon a Rock, 
Invirond with a wildernes of Sea, 
Who markes the waxing tide, grow waue by wauey 


_Expi Qing ever when ſomcenviouz ſurge, 


Will in hi« bri-uth bowels ſwallow him. 

This way to death my wretched ſonnes are gone, 
Heere ſtands my other ſonne, abaniſht man, 
And heere my brother weeping at my wocrs » 

But chat which giues wy ſoulethe greateſt ſpurney 
Is deere Lana, decrer then my foule. 

Had I burſeenethy piQurein this plight), 

It would have madded me ; what thall I does 


_ Now: I beholde thy lively body ſo? 


Thou taſt uo hands to wipe away thy teares, 
Nur tongue to tcil me who hath marterd thee : 
Thy heibdad he is dead and for his death 
Thy brothersare condemnde, and deadby this, 
Looke M4rcu, ah 104nc Luci looke on her, 


Had ſhcatonguetoſpeake, nov would ſhe ſay 


of Titus Andronicus 


When I did name her brothers, then freſh teares - . 


Stood on her cheekes, as doth the honny dews | 
Vpon agathred Lillie almoſt withered,  , (husbands 
Mare, Perchance the WEEPES becauſe they Fild her 
Perchance becauſe he knowes him innocents 
Titzs, Tf they did kill thy husband then beioyfull, 
Becauſcthelaw hath tanercuenge on them. 
No, no, they would not doe fo foule a deede, + 
Witnes the ſorrow that their fiſter makes. 
Gentle Lavinialet me kille thy lips, 
Or make ſome figne how I may do theeeaſcy 
Shall thy good Vncle, and thy brother Lucixs, 
And thou and I fit round about ſome Founcaine, 
Looking all doFnewards tobehold our cheekes 
How they are faind in meadowesyetnotdry, 
With micry ſlime left onthem by a flood? 
And in the Fountaine ſhall we gaze ſo long, 
Till the freſh taſte be taken from that cleerenes, 
And madea brinepit with our bitter teares ? 
Or ſhall we cut away our hands like thine ? 
Or ſhall we bite our tongues,and in dumbe fhews . 
Paſſe the remainder of our hatefull daies? 
What ſhall we doe? let vs that haue our tongues 


; Plorſome deuiſe of further miſery 


Tomakevs wondred atin timeto come. 


Luci, Swectfather ceaſe your teares, for at your griefe + ' 


Sec how my wretched ſiſter ſobs and weeps. 
Mart. Patience deere Neece, good Tirms drie thine eyes» 
' Titusr, Ah Marcus, Marcus, Brotherwell I wote, 
Thy napkin cannot drinke a tcare of mine, 
For thou poore man haft drowndit with thineowne, 
Luci. Army Laumia I will wipe thy cheekes, 
Tiuxs,. Mark Marcxs markey | vnderſtand her fignes, 
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-Fhat'to her brother which I ſaidtolthee. 
His Napkin with her true tcares all bewet, 


The moſt Iamentable Tragedic | 


Can do no ſeruice on her ſorrowfull cheekes. { 
Oh what a ſampathy of woe is this! * | 
As farre from helpe as Limbo is from blille, 
Enter Arenthe More alone, ; 
Moore, Titus Andronicus, my Lord the Emperour, 
Sends thee this word, that if thou loue thy ſonnes, 
Let Marcus, Lucins,or thy ſclfe old Titys, 
Or any oncof you,chop off your hand, 
And ſend itto the King, he for the ſame, 
Will ſend thee hither both thy ſonnes aliue, 
And that ſhallbe the raunſome fot their fault. 
Titus, Oh grecious Emperonr, oh gentle ron, 
Did cuer Ranenfing ſo like a Larke, 
That givcs {ſweet tydings of the Sunnes vpriſe ? 
Withall my hart, Ileſend the Emperour my hand, 
Good Aron wilt thou help to chopitoft 2 
Lucuwus, Stay Father, for thatnoble hand of thine, 
That hath throwne downe ſo many enemies, 
Shall not beſet; my hand will ſeruethe turne, 
My youth can better ſpare my blood then you, 
And therefore maine ſhall ſaue my brothers lives. : 
Hare, Which of your hands hath not defended Rome, 
And reard aloft the bloody Battleaxe, 
Wrighting deſtrutionon the enemies Caſtle ? 
Oh none of both but are ofhigh deſert: 
My hand hath bene but idle,letit ſerue 
To raunſome my two nephewes from their death, 
Then have Ikeptittoa worthy end. 
Meore, Nay come agree whoſe hand ſhall gocealong, 
Forfeare they die betorethcir pardon come. 
AMarcus. My hand ſhall goe, 
Lace, By heaucnit ſhall aot goc. 
| HW. 


of Titus Andronicus ) 


Tits, Sirs ſtrive no more, ſuch withred hearbs astheſe * 


Are meeteforplucking vp, and therefore mine- 
Luciu, Sweet Father, if] ſhallbe thoughtthy ſonne, 
Let meredeeme my brothers both from death, 


Matcaur. Andfor our fathers ſake, and mothers care, | 


Now let me ſhow a brothers loue to thee. 
Titus, Agree betweene you, I will ſpare my hand, 
Lucins, Then Ile goefetch an Axe. 


eHarc. ButT will vie the Axe. Exennt; | 


Titus, Comehither Aroz, Ile deceiue chem both, 
Lend methy hand, and1will giuetheemine. 
Moore, Tfthat be cald deceit, I will be honeſt, 


. Andneuer whilſt I live dcecivemenſo: 


But Ile deceiue 0uin another ſort, 
And that youleſay cre halte ap houre paſle. 


Hee cuts off Titus hand. 
Enter Lucius and Marcns AgAints 


Tits. Now ſtay your ſtrife, what ſhall be is diſpatcht: 
Good Aron giue his Maieſtie my hand, 
Tell him it wasa hand that warded him 
From thouſand dangers: bid hum bury it: 
Morc hath it merrited : That letit have. 
Asfor my ſonnes, ſay Iaccount of them, 
As iewels purchaſt at an caſieprice, 
And yetdeeretoo, becauſe I bought mine owne, 
Aron. Tgoe Azaronicas, andtor thy hand, 
Lookeby and by to haue thy ſonnes with thee. 
Their headsI meanc : Oh how this villany, 
Doth fat me withthe very thoughts ofit, | 
Let fooles doe good, and faire men call for grace, 


Aron will have his foule blacke ike his face, Exit, 
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> -->» 7;tns. Oheerel lift thisone hand vp to heauens 


Aid bow thisfeebleoruine tothe earth, 
Ifany power pitties wretched teares, 
To that I call : what would thou kneele with me? 
Doe then deare heart, for heauen ſhall heare our prayers, 
Oc with'our ſighs weele breath the welkin dimme; 
Andfſtainethe ſunne with foggeas ſometime clouges, 
When they do hug him in there melting boſomes, 

Marcas. Ch hrother ſpeake with polltbilities, 
And doavt breakeintotheſe decpe extreames, 

Titzi, Is not my ſorrow deepe, having no vottome? 
Then bemy paſl1os bottomleſle with them, 

Marcrs. Butyerletreaſon governethy lament, 

Tus. 1tthere were reaſon for theſe miſeftes, 

Then intolimits could I binde my woes: 
When heaven doth weepe, doth not theearth oreflov ? 
Ifthe windes rage, doth notthe ſca wax mad, 


 Threatning the welkin with his big{wolne face ? 


And wilt thou hiuea rcaſonfor this coile? 
Jam theſea, Harke how her ſighes doe flow : 


| Shce1s the weeping welkimn, Itne carth.: 


Thenmnſt my Sea be moucd with her ſighes, 
Then muſtmy earth with her continual teares, 
Bccomea deluge: ouerflowed and drowned : 
Forwhy, my bowels cannot hide her woes, 

But like a drunkard muſt I vomit them. 

Then give me lcaue, for looſers will hane leave, 
To eaſctheir ſtomackes with their bitter tongues, 


Enter a meſſenger with two heads and a hand, 


Meſſer. Worthy Andrezicus,ill art thou repaid, 
For that good nand thou ſentſt the Emperour : 
Heercarethe heads of thy two noble ſonacs, 


__ Pl 


And 


of Titus Andronicus; , © 


And heeres thy hand in ſcorne to thee ſent backe ; ws j || 
Thy griefes theirſports: Thy reſolution mockt : . d | 
That woe 1sme to thinke vpon thy woes, | | 
More then remembrance of my fathers death, Exit; | [ 
AMarc. Now let hot Ktnacoolein Cicilic, - " 


And be my hartaneuer-burning hell : 
Theſe miſcries are more then may be borne. + 
To weepe with them that weepe, doth caſeſome deale, ht 
But ſorrow flouted at,is double death. | if 
Lyci, Ahthat this fight ſhould make ſodeepe a wound, 
And yetdeteſted lifenot ſhrinke thereat : 
That ever death ſhouldlerhife beare his name, 
Wherelife hath no more intereſt but to breath, 
Marc, Alas Poore hart thatkiſle is comfortleſTe, A 


As frozen water toaſtarued ſnake, "Q 
\ Titus, When will this fearefull lumber have an end? Þ 
Ia, Now farewellflatteric, dic Andvronicns, o|.| © 
Thoudolt not ſlumber, ſee thy tivo ſonnes heads; ol.| VM 
Thy warlike hand, thy mangled daughter heere 2 =\-|. 18 
Thy other baniſht ſonne with this deere fight ET © 
Strucke pale and bloodleſle, and thy brother, F | 


Even like a ſtony Image, cold and numme, 
Ah now no morewill I controule my griefes, 
Rent ofthy ſiluer haire, thy other hand Mi 
Gnawivg with thy teeth, and be this diſmall fight i 
Thecloſing vp of cur moſt wretched eyes: 4 
Now is atime to {torme, why artthon {tj112 

Titus, Hazha, ha, | 

Marc, Why doſt thoulavgh?it fits not with this houre, 

Tus. Why Ihaucnot another tearcto [hed ; 
Beſides, this ſorrow 1s an enemie, 
And would vſurpe vpon my watry eyes, 
Ard make them blinde withtributarie teares- 
'Thenwhich way ſhall 1 fiade — Caue? 
hs 
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Aad threat me, I ſhall never cometo bliſle, 

Tl) all theſe miſchicfes be returnd againe, 

Even in their throats that haue committed them, 

Come let meſee what caskel haueto doe, 

You heauie people, circle me abovt, 

That I may turne meto cach one cf you, 

And ({weare vntomy ſoule toright your wrongs, 

The vow is made, come Brother take a head, 

And inthis handtheother will I beare. 

And Lawinia thouſhalt be imploydintheſe Armes, 

Beare thou my hand ſweet wench betweene thy teeth : 

As for thee boy, goe getthce from my ſight, 

Thou art an Exile, and thou muſt not ſtay, © 

Hie to the Gorhes, and raiſe anarmy there, 

Andif youloueme, as I thinke you doe, 

Let's kiſle and part, for we haue much to doe. 
Ss Exennt, 

Lucius, Farwell Androxicus my noble Father; 

The wofulſt man that euer liude in Rome : 

Farewell proud Rome till Lacivs come againe, 

He loves his pledges dearer then his life ; 

Farewell Lauima my noble (iſter, 

O would thou wert as thou to fore haſt benc, 

But now nor Luc nor Laumialines 


But in obliuion and hatefnll gricfes ; 


If Lucinrline he will requite your wrongs, 


And make proud Saturne and his Ho—_ 


' Beg atthe gates like T4rquimand his Queene, 


Now will I to the Gothes and raiſe a power, 
'To be rcuengd on Rome and Sarurnme, 


_- TOW Sion + 


E xit Lycins. 


Enter . 
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of Titus Andronicus; 


Enter Lutins ſorne and Lauinia running after hin anal 
the boy flies from her with his bookes under 


his arme, 


Enter Titns and Marcus, 
. _ 
| Paer, Helpe Grandlier helpe, my Aunt Laninia, 
Followes me cucry where] know not why. 
Good Vncle Marcus (ee how ſwift ſhe comes, 
Alas{weert Aunt, I know not what you meane, 
Marcus, Standby me Lucizs, doc not feare thine aunt, 
Titug. Sheloues thee boy too well to dothee harme. 
Paer, TI whea my father wasin Romeſhe did, 


Marcus What meanes my Neece Laxinia by theſe ſignes? 


' Titus, Fearcher not Lucius ſomewhat doth ſhe means. 
Sce Lucia: ſee, how much ſhemakegsof thee: 
Some whether would ſhe hauethee goe with her, 
Ah boy, Cornel:a never with more care 
Red to her ſonnes then ſhe hath red to thee, 
Sweet Poctty, and Tullics Oratour ; 
Canſt thou nor geſle wherefore ſheplies thee thus? 
Puer. My LordI knownot I, nor canlI gellc, 
Vnlefle ſome hit or frenzie do poſleſle her: 
For T have heard my Grandlier ſay full oft, 
Extremitie of griefes would make men mad. 
AndTIhavered that H:cubaot Troy, © 
Ran mad through ſorrow, that made me to feare 
Although my Lord, I know my noble Aunt, 
Loues me as deare as cremy mother did, 
And would notbutinfury fright my youth, 
Waiich mademe downe to throw my bookes ind llie, 
Canſl-s perhaps, but pardon me ſweet Aunt, 
And Madam, it my Vaclc ws gay, 
| | Z 
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= vill moſt willingly attend your Ladyſhip. 
Maree Lonieins I will. 
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Tus, How now Lazinia, 1arcus what meanesthis? 
Some booke thereis that ſhedeſires to ſee 
Which is.itgirle of theſe? open them boy, 
But thou art deeper read and better skild, 


+ Comeand take choyſe of all my Library, 


And ſo beguile thy ſorrow, till the heauens ' 
Reucale the dambd contriuer of this deede, 
Why lifts ſhe vÞ her armes 1n ſequence thus ? - 


Marc. I thinke ſhe meanes thatthcre was more then one. 


Confederate inthe fa, 1 more there was : 

Or elſe to heauen ſhe heaues thern for revenge, 
Titus, Lucius what beoke is that ſhetoſletl];(o ? 
Puer, Grangher tis Ouids Metamorphoſis, 

My mother gauc it me, 
eHarc. Forloue of her thats gone, 

Perhaps ſheculd it from among the reſt, 

Titar, Soft, fo buſily ft e turnes theleaues, 
Helpe her, what would ſhe finde? Lawinia hall Iread ? 
T his is the tragicke tale of Phi/owel, 

And treates of Terens treaſon and his rape, 


Andrapel feare was roote of thine annoy. 


Atayce Sec brother ſeenote how ſhe quotes the leaues; 
Tin, Laumia,wertthou thus ſurprizd ſweet girle, 
Ravitht and wrongdas Philomela was, 
Forcdin the ruthlezi[e, vaſt, and gloomy woods 2 


| Sce, ſee, I ſuch aplacethereis where wedid hunt, 


(O had we neuer, never hunted there ) 

Patternd by that the Poetheere deſcribes, 

By nature made for murthers and for rapes. | 
Marc, O why ſhould nature build fofoule a den, 

Volefle the Gods delight in ttagedies? 


7it. Giue ſigaes ſweet girle for heere are none but friends, 
What 
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of Titus Andronicus, 


WhatRomane Lord it was durſt do thedeede 2 
Or ſlonke not Sarwrnime as T arquin erlt, 
Thatleft the Campe to ſlinne in Lecrece bed, 


Mare, Sit downe ſweet Neece, brother fit downe by me, ' 


Appolle, Pall1s, Toe, of Mercury, 
Inſpire me that I may thistreaſon finde, 


My Lord looke heere, looke heere Laxinia, 


He writes his Name with his ſt «ffe, and guides it 


with feete and month. 


This ſandie plot is plaine, guideifthoucanſt 

This after me, ] haue writ my name, 

Without ths bg]pe ofany handat all, 

Curſt be that hart that forſt vs to this ſhift; 
Writethou good Neece, and heere diſplay at laſt, 


' What God will haue.diſcoucred for reuenge, 


Heauen guidethy pen toprint thy ſorrowes plaine, 
That we may know thetraytors and the truth, 


She takes the [aff in her mouth, and guides u with her 
ſiumpes, and writes, 


Titus. Oh doe ye readmy Lord what ſhe hath writ, 


' Stuprumy Chiron, Demetrius, 


Marc, What, what, the lu{ifull ſfonnes of Tamoraz 
Performers of this hainous bloody deede? 

Titus, Magn Domnmator poli, 
Tan lentus audis ſceleray tam lentus vides? 

Marci Oh calme theegentle Lord, althouzh I know 
There is cnough written vpen this carth, 
Toftirrea mutenie inthe mildeſt thoughts, 
And armethemindes ofintantsto cxclaimes. 


My Lord kneeledowne withme,: Laxinia kneele, _ 
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The moſt lamentable Tragedic 
And kneele ſwecte boy, the Romaine Heftors hope, 


And ſweare with me, as with the wofull feere, 
And father of that chaſt diſhonoured Dame, 
Lord /unius Brutus {weare for Lucrece rape, 
That we will proſecute by good aduiſe | 
Mortall reuenge ypon theſetrayterous Gothes, | 
And ſec their blood, or die withthisreproch. % 
Titas. Tis ſure enough, and you knew how, 
But if you hunt theſe Beare whelpes then beware, 
The Dam will wake, and if ſhe winde you once, 
Shee's with the Lyon deepely ſtill in league, 
And lulls him whilſt ſhe playeth on her back. 
And when he ſleepes will ſhe do what ſheliſt. 
Youtrea young huntſman Iarcss letit alope, 
And comelI will goe getaleafe ofbraſle, , 
Andwitha gad of ſtecle will writetheſe words, 
Andlayitby:theangry Northerne winde, 
Will blow theſe ſands like Sibe/s leaves abroad, 
Andwhercs your leſſon then, boy what ſay you? 
Peri ſay my Lord, thatif I werea man, | 

Their mothers bed-chamber ſhould not beſafe, 

For theſe bad bond-men to the yoake of Rome, 
Marc, I thats my boy, thy father hath full oft, 

For his vneratefull country donethe like, 

Paer. And Vnckleſo will I, and if liue, 
Titasr. Come goc With me into mine Armorie, 

Lucius llchtthee, and withall, my boy 

Shall carry from me.to the Empreſle ſonnes, 

Preſents that I intend toſend them both, 

Come, come, thoule doth yy meſlage, wilt thou not? 
Par. I with my daggerin their boſo mes Grandfier, 
Tuis, No boy not fo, Weteach thee another courſe, 

L azinza come, Mavens looke tomy houſe, 

Lacins and Ile goc byaucitat the Court, 
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W | marry will we fir, and weelebe waited ON, Erxeuns- 


Marc, Oheauens ! can you heare a good man grone 
And notrelent; or not compaſſion him? 


 CMarensattecnd himin hisexcafie, 


'T hat hath more ſcars offorrow in his hart, 

Then foe-mens markes vpon his batcred ſhield, 

But yet ſoiuſt, that he will not reucoge, 
Revengethe heauens for old Avdronens, Ext 


Emer Aron, Chiron and Demetvins at one dere, and at another 
£ dore young Lucia and another, with a bundle of 
weapmszand ver[es writ ypon them. 


| {biron. Demarius keeres the ſonneof Lucia, 

He hath ſome meſlage todeliner vs. 

| Aron, Iſomemad meſlage fromhis mad Grandfather. 
Pxer. My Lords, with all the humblenes I may, 


| Igreeteyour honours from Andromens, 
And pray the Romane Gods confound you both. 


Deme. Gramercic lovely Luciss, what's the newes? 
Per. That you are both decipherd,that's the newes, 
For villaines markt with rape. May itpleaſe you, 


.My Grandficr well aduifde hath ſent by me, 
' The goowlieſt weapons of his Armorie, | 
| To gratifigyour honourable youth 


| 'The hope of Rome, for ſo he bad me ſay : 


Andſoldo,and with his gifts preſent | 

Your Lordſhips, whenever you hauencede, 

You may be armed and appointed well, | 

And ſo Lle>ueyou both ;like bloody villaines. Exits 

Deme, What's heere? aſcroic, and wiitten round about? 

Let's ſee, | 

Inzegervuaſ eleriſque purys, you eget manty iacults net Arenss 
Chiren, Wits avec 10 Horace, I know it well, I 
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Treaditin the Grainmes ſong agoe. 
Moore liſt, a verſcin Horace, Tight,you haveit) 
Now whata thing itis tobe an Afſle, 
Heercs 10 ſound teſt, che c14 man hath found their gilty 
Andſcnd: the weapons wrapt about with lines, 
That wount!t (bey one theartecling)tothe quick; 
But were ovr witty Emprelie well a foote, 
She Ou, id appland Anarencyus concen, 
But let nerreft in her vureſlt a while, 
And now young Lords, walt aota happy Qarre, 
Led vstv Ipme ſtrangers, and more then {6 
Captiues to be aduanced ro this height? 
It did me good beforethe Pallace gate, 
To brave the Tribune i inhis brothers hearing. 
Demetr, But me wore good to fee fo great a Sark, 
Baſcly infinuate, and ſcnd vs Cifts, 
Aoore Had henotreaſon Lord Nemetrins, 


Did younot vſc his daughter yery friendly? 


Demers: 1 weuld we bad a thouſand Romane Dames 
Art ſuch a bay, by twrne to ſerve ourluſt, 
Chiaon. A charitabie with and full otTone. F 
Moore, Heete lacks Fut your mother for to ſay Amen, 
(iron. And that would {he fortwenty thouſand more, 
Demer, Come let vs goe and pray toalltac Gods 
For cur beloved mother 1n her paines.. 
Moore, Pray to the devils, the gods haue given vs ouer, 
Trumpets ſound : 
Dem, Why doth Empetorstrumpers flouriſh thus? 
Chiren, Belike forioy the Emperour hath a ſonne, 
D 8me, Soft, who comes heers ? 


Enter Nurſe with a Hliche a Moore chi{ de, 


Nur. Good morrow Lords,O tell me did you ſee Aronthe 
Aron. Well, more or life, or nereawhitat all, (Moore 
Heere 
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of Titus Andronicus, 


Heere 4r0n 18, and what with Aron now ? *© 
NNmrſe, Oh gentle Aron, weareall vndone, 
Now helpe, or woe betide thee euermore, 
Aron, Why whata catterwalling doſt thou keepe, 
What doft thou wrap and fumble in thine armcs? 
Nurſi, O that which I would hide from heauenseye, 


Our Empreſle ſhame, and ſtately Romes diſgrace, 


She is dclivered Lords, ſheis deliucred, 
Aro», T o whome ? | 
Nmrſe, 1 meane ſhe is brought a bed, ; 
Aron, Wel God giuec her good reſt, what hath he ſent her? 
Nurſe, A denill, 

Aron. Whytken ſhe 1s the Devils Dam, a oy full iſſue, 
Nurſe. Aioyles, diſmall, blacke, and forrowfull iflue, 
Heere is the babe as loathſome as a toad, | 

Amongſt the faireſt breeders of our clime, | 
The Empreſle ſends it thee, thy ſtampe, thy ſeale, 
Andbidsthee chriſten it with thy daggers point, 
eArenes Zounds ye whore, is black ſo baſe a hue? 
Sweet blows, you are a beautious bloflome ſures 
Deme, Villaine what haſt thou dene? 
Aron, That which thou canſt not vndoe. 
Citron; Thou haſt vadone ovr mother. 
Aron, Villaine, Ihaus donethy mother, 
Demet, And therein hell:h dog thou haſt vndone, 


* Woe to her chance, and dambd her loathed choy ce, 


Accurſttheoffpring of fofoule a fiend, 

Chiron, It (hall note, 

Aron, Itſhall not die, 

Nerſe. Arer it muſt, the motherwi!s it ſo. 

Aron, What muſtit Nutſe ? thenletnom.an butT, 
Doe execution on my fleſh and blood, 

Dem, Tie broach the tadpole on my Rapiers point, 
Nurſe give it me, my {word = {oone diſpatch It, 
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The moſt lamentable Tragedie 

... 401, Sooner this ſword ſhall plow thy howels vp. 
Stay murtherous villaines, will you kill your brother 2 
Now by the burning tapers of the skie, 

T hat thone ſo brightly when th15 bqy was got 


. Hedies ypon my Scmitars ſharpe potye, 


That touches this my tuſt borne ſonne and heire « 
I re)l youyoungl:ngs, not Excelagus, - 
With all his threatning band of Typhors broode, 
Nor great {'c:dcs, nor the God of warre, 

Shall ceazethis prey outof his fathers hands : 
Whar, what, ye ſanguine ſhallow hartedÞoves, 
Yee white-!imbde walls, ye ale-houſe painted ſi.:nes, 
Cole-t]icke is betterchen another hue, 

In that it ſcornes to be-re another hue? TH 
Forall the water in the Ocean, 

(Can never turnethe Swars blackelegsto white, 
Although ſhelaue them hovrely 1m the flood ;/ 
Tcl! the Empreſſe from me I am ot age 

To keepemine owne, excuſe it how thecan, 


D mer. Wiltthou betray thy noble miſtris thus? 


Aron, Ny miltris 1s my miſtris, this my felfe, 

The vigour, and the picture of my youth; 

T his before all the world do I preferre, 

Ti: raugcr all the world will 1 keepe ſafe, 

Or ſomeot y ou thall ſmoake for 1t1a Rome, 
Dem::. By this our mother 1s tor cucr ſhamde. 
Ch:ren, Rome will deſpite her for this toule cſcape. 
Nurſe. T be Emperou: :n hy rage wiil jo2me hi geaths 
Chzr:n, Ibluth to thinke vpon this 12nomie, 

Arey, Whv theres the priuiledge your beauty beares:; 
Fie trecherovs hve, that «ill betray with bluitung 
The clote cn: &s and countcls ctthelart : 

Heeres a yow'g lad tram -e of atother Ieere, 

Lookchow tas blacks {laue ſmules vpouthe father, 
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o Titus Andronicus; 


As who ſhould ſay, old Lad Tamthine ownes | -' 
 He1ts your brother Lords, ſenſibly fed | 
 Ofthatſelfeblood that firſt gauelife ro you, | 

And from that wombe where youimpriſoneg were, 

Heis infranchiſed and come to light : rp tiÞ 

Nay he is your brotherby the furer ſides 

Although my ſcale be teamped 1n his face, 

Nerſe, Aron what ſhall I ſay vnto the Empreſle? 
'  Demet, Advife thee Avon, what 15 to bedone, 
And we willall ſubſcribeto thy adviſe: 
| Sauethou the childe ſo we may all be ſafe, 

Arons Then fit we downe and let vs all conſult. 

My ſonne and [ will havetbe winz< of you : 

Keepe there, naw tilkear pleaſure of your ſafety. 


© Demu, How many women ſaw this childe of is ? 


Aron, Why ſobraue/Lords,when weioyneinleagug 
Tam a Lam be, but if you braue the Moore, 
T he chafed Bore, the mountaine Lycncſle, 
The Ocean {wells not ſo as 4ronſtormes : 
' Bur ſay agaific, how wany ſaw the childe 2 
Nurſes Cornelia,the midwife and my ſelfe, 


\ Andno oneelſebut thedelineied Empreſle, 


« Aron, 1 he Empreſl ,the Midwife, and your ſclfe, 
' Twomay kecpe coinfell when the thirds away : 
_ Goetrothe Empreſle, te}] her this I ſaid, He kilis her, 
Weeke, week, fo cries a Piy ge prepared tothe ſpit, | 
Demetr. What mean(t thou Aron,whereforc didit thou this 
Aon.  O Loidir, tt; a deedot pullicie, 
Shall ſhc live to betray this gilt of ours ? 
' Along tongy'd babliny Gofſip, no Lords n>; 
And now be itknowne to you wy fulltwtent, a 
Not farre, one: Malitens my Couriry-man 
His wife b ut yeſt:rnight was brought to bed, 
Hts chuide 1s Like to her, fai; ce as. cu are : 
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T be moſt lamentable Trag e ate 


Cnepacke with him, and give the mother gold, 

Andtell them both the circumſtanceot all, 

A. nd how by this their childe (hall be aduaunſt, 

And be recciued for the Emperours heyre, 

And ſubſtituted inthe place of mine, ' 

Tocalme this cempelt whirling inthe Court, 

Andlet the Emperovr dandle him for his owne. 

Harkeye Lords, ye {ee I hauc given herphiſick, 

And you muſt ncedes beſtow her funerall, 

The fields are neere, and you aregallant Groomes : 

This done,ſce that you take no longer daics 

But ſend the Midwife preſently rote, 

The Midwife and the Nurſe well made away, 

T hen letthe Ladies tattle what they pleaſe. , | 
Chiron. Aron I ſee thou wilt not trult the ayre with ſecrets. 
Deme. For thiscare of Tamora, 

Herſclfe and hers are highly bound to thee, + Exentt 
Aron, Now tothe Gothes, ag{ſwift as ſwallow lies, 

There to diſpoſe this treaſure in mine armes, 

And ſecretly to greete the Empreſle friends: 

Come on you thick-lipt-ſlaue, Tlebeare you hence, 

For it is you that puts vsto our ſhifts: 

Te make you feed on berries, and on rootes, - 

And f&dcon curds and whay, and \nckethe Goate, 

And cabbin in a Caue, and bring you vp 

Tobeca warciour, and commaund a Cape. Exit. 


Exter Titas, old Marcus, younr Lucivs, and other gentlemen 
with bower, ana T itits beaves the arrowes with 
Letters 6n the enas of them, 


Titus, Come Marcas, come, kinſmen this 13 the way, 
Sir boy let melee your archcrie, 

Looke yce draw home cnovgh and tisthere ſtrazght, 
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of Titus Andronicus. 
Terras Aſt-earcliquit, be you remembred Marcus; 


| Sees gone, ſhees fled firsta'ce youto your tooles, 


You Coſens ſhall goeſoundihe Ocean, 


Andcaſt yournets, haypily you may finde herin the ſea, 


Yet theres as little iuGice 25at Land: 

No Puatblizsand S229rentms, You muſ? doeit, 
Tis yon muft dig with mattocke, and with pale, 
And picrce the inmoſt center ofthe earth, 
Then when you come to P/u102r Region, 
Ipray you deliver him this petition, 

Tell kim it is for ituitice and for aide, 
Andrthatit comes fromold Andronicer, 
Shaken with forrawes in yngratefull Rom, 
Ah Romewenl, well, Imadethee miſerable, 
What time I threw the peoples ſuffrages 

C}:: hini that thus doth tyrannize ore me, 
Goegetyou gong, and pray be carefull all, 

£ nd leave younotaman of warre valearchit, 


' This wicked Emperour may have ſhipt her henee, 


And kinſmenthenwe may goc pipe tor ivltice, 
41arc. O Pabiias is notthis aheguie caſe 
To ſee thy noble Vnclethus dittrat'? ©” 

Putl:, Therefore my Lerdsit highly vs concernes, 
By day and nightratrend him carefully : 
Andfeedchis humour kindely as wemay, 

T ill cime beget {ome carefull remedie; 

AA ons, Kinſmen, his forrowesare paſt remcdie, 
Toyne with the Gothc's javd with renengefull warrey 
Take wreakeon Rowetor this ingratitude,- 

And vengeance onthe traytor Srrurnine; 

Tuns, Pubic how now, how now my Maiſters, 
What have you met with her ?' 

Pabit, Nomy gooq Lord, but Pl-r ſends you word, 

f 5 ou wall Have: revenge from hell you ſhall, 
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The moſt lamentable T'ragedic 


Wrrie for Iuſtice ſhe is ſoimployd, 
He thinkes with [oxe in heauen, or ſomewhere elſe, 
So that perforce you mult needs ſtay a time. 
Titzs. Hedoth me wrong to feed me with delayes, ' 
We diveinto the burniag lake below, 
And pullher out of Acaron by the heeles. 
Marcus weare but ſhrubs, no Cedars we, 
Nobig-hond-men,framd of the Cyclops lize, 
Bur mctral Aarcrs, (tceletothe very backe, 
Yet wruog-with wrongs more then our backs can beare : 
And lith theres no i1uſticein earthnor hel], 
Wewill ſolicite heauen, and moue the Gods, 
To ſend downe Iuſtice for to wreake our wrongs : 
Come to this geare,youare a good Archer {ancnrs 
He gines them the Arrower. 
Ad Tokem, thats for you, here ad Apa/lonem, 
Ad Martiem, thats for my ſelfe, - 
Here boy to Pa/las, here to Mercury, 
To Satrrnm:,to Carmi, notto Sarurnives 
You wereas good to ſhoote againſt the winde. 
Tooit boy, Marcas looſe when Tbid, 
Otmy word, l have writtcnto eff, 
Theres not God left voſollicited, 
Marcus Kinſmen, ſhoot all your ſhafts intothe Court, 
We will afiQ the Emperour 1n his pride. | 
Titus, Now Mailtcers draw, oh well ſaid Lativs, 
Good boy in Yirgoes lapy giucit Pallar,_ 
Harc. My Lord,I aimea mile beyond the Moones 
Your letter is with /zpiter by this. 


- Titns, Ha, ha, Publius, Publizs, what haſt thou done ? 


See, ſee, tho'1haſt ſhot off one of Ta#ras hornes, 
/1arcars This wasthe ſport my Lord,when Publins ſhot, 
Tie Bull being gald, gaue A-:-5 ſuchaknocke, | 
T hat downetcil both the Rams hornes in the Court, 
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of Titus Andronicus. 
And who ſhould finde them but the Empreſle villaine : 


She laught,and told the Moore he ſhould not chooſe 


But giue them to his maiſter for a preſent, _ 
Titu!, Why there it gocs, God giue yourLordſhip oy. 


Enter thie ( lowne with a bathet and two Piagions mit, 


| Fi 
Titxs., Nzwes,newes from heauen, 
Marcus the poaſtis come, 


Sirr2 w' ar tydings, haue youany letters ? 
Shall ] hauc 1ultice, what ſaies Ixpiter ? | 
C owne, Hothe Itbbetmaker, hee ſayes that he hath ta- 

ken them downeagaine,for the man muſt not be hang till 
ter ext meckee 

74141. But what faies Tupiter Taske thee? + 
. Clowne, Alasfir I know not Tapiter + 

never dranke with himin all my life; 

Tuxs. Why villaine art not thou the Carrier? 

Clowve, 1ofmy pidgions fir, nothing els. 

Tuus, Why, dieſtt}.ou rot come from heauen ? 

Cl/owne, From heaven! alas fir, I ncuer came there, 


God forbid 1 ſhould be ſo bcid, topreſle to heaven in niy-* 


young Caycs. . 
Why Ian.going with my pidgions to the tribunall Plebs,to 


take vpa maitcrol brawle, betwixt my V ncle, and one of 


the Emper:alli men, 

Marcus. W hy fir, thatjs as fitas can be to ferue for your 
Oration, andilet him deliverthe pidgicnsto the Emperour 
from you. I | 

Tirks. Tell meecan youdeliveran Oration to the Em- 
perour with a grace? 


life. 
Tus, Sirra come hither, make no more adoe, 


But 


Clowne, Nay truely fir, Icould ncuer fay grace inall my, 
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The moſt lamentable Trdgedic 


\ Butrive your Pidgionsto the Emprour, 
. | By me thou ſhalt have iuſticeat his hands, 


Hold, hold, meane whe here's money for thy charges, 
Giuemepen andinke, A 
S:rra, can you witha grace dejiuer a Supplication ? 
Clowne, | far. 
7itus. Then here is a ſupplication for you,and when you 
come to him,atthe ficſt apcoach you mull kneele,then kiffe 
this foote, thendeliver vp your Pid ons, anithen look for 
yourreward, _. | 
Ie beat hand (ir, ſes you doeitbravelie, 
Cizwne, T warrant you lir, let me alone, 
Titus, Sirra halt thou a knife ? Come let melee it, 


Here: HMarcnr, fold it inthe Oration, ® 


For thou haft made itlike an humble Suppliant, 
And when thou haſt given it the Emperovr, 
Kcockear my dore, and.tell me what he ſayes. 


{{ws;s, Gd be with you ltr, I will, Exit, 
Tiinur. Come 1arcns let vs goe, Pablins follow me, , 
: E xteuats 


$ 
\ Exter Emperonr and Empreſſe, aud her twoſonnes, the 
Emperors brmg s the A-rowes m his hand 
that I 11#5 ſbat at h1m. > 


Sater, Why Lords, what wrongs are theſe? wascuer (ecne 
An Emperourin Rome thus ouerborne, 
Troubled, confronted thus, and for the extent 
Of egall1ultice, vide in ſuch contempt? 
My Lords,you kndw the mighitull Go, 
Howeuer theſediſturbers of our peace 
Buzin the peoples cares, there nouuht hath paſt, 
But eucn with la w agaialt the wilfull ſonncs. 
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0 Titus Andronicus: 
Of old Azdroniens. And what andif 
His ſorrowes haveſooucrwhelmde his wits? - 
Shall we bethus afflitedin his wreakes, 

His fits, his frenzie, and his bitternes? 
Andnow he writes to heaiten for his redreſle, 
Sec heeres to /oue, and this to Mercury, 

T his to Apollo, this to the God ofwarre: 


_ Sweet (croivles to flie about the ſtreets of Rome, 


Whats this but Libelling againſtthe Senate, 
And blazoning our vniuſlice every where? 
A goodly humorr,is i itnotmy Lords? 


As who would ſay, in Rome no tuſtice were : 


But if Tliue, his fained extaſics 

Shall be no ſhglter totheſcoutrages, 

But he «od his ſhall know that iuſtice lives 
In Saternings health, whome ifheſlcepe, 
Heele ſoawake, as hein fury ſhall 


| Cut off the preud'ſt conſpiratour thatlives, 


Tamora, My gracious Lord,my louely Saturnines 


| Lordofmy life, commaunder ofmy — 


Calme thee, and beare the faults of Ti1us ag 
Th'efte&s of ſorrow for his valiant ham 


| Whoſeloſle hath pearſt him deepe, and ſcard his hart. 


And rather comfort his diſtreſſed plight, 

Then proſecute the meaneſt or the belt 

For theſe contewpts : Why thus it ſhall become 
Hie witted Tamorato gloſe with all: 

But 73145 I haue touched thee to the quicke, 
Thy life blood out : if Aroy now ben ite, | 

T hen 15 allſafe, the Anchor's in the port. 


Enter CloWne, 
How now ood fellow wouldſt thou ſpeake with vs? 


Clowne. Yea {orſooth, and your Maltcrihyp be Ph" 90 
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| *. The moſtlumentable Tragedie 
7.04. Empreſſc Iam, but yonder fits the Emperour, * 


Clowne. Tis he, God and Saint Stephen give'you good den, 
I have brought youa letter and a couple of pigions heere. 


Fe reads the Letter. 


Satur,| Goe take himaway and hang him preſently, 
Clhwne, How.much money muſt I haue ? ; 
Tamors, Come lirra.y ou muſt be hanged. 
Cl.wre, Hangd, be Lady then I have broughtyp a neck 
toa faireend, 
E xn, 


Satyr, Difpightfull andintollcrable wrongs 
Shall I endure this monſtrous villany ? 
I know from whence this ſame deuiſe proceeds; 
May this be borne, as it histrayterous ſonnes, 
1batide by law formurticr of our brother, 
Have by my meanes bene butchered wrongfully? 
Goe drag ge thevillaine hither by the haire, 
Nor age, nor honour, ſhall ſhape privledge, 
For th1sproud mocke lle bethy fling}. ter man, 
Sly f:anricke wreech, that holpit tomake me greats 
Is hope thy ſelfs ihould goucrne Roine arrd me. 


Enter Nuntius Emillius, 


$4'ury, What newes with thee Emin. ? 
Emil. Armemy Lords, Rome never had more cauſe, 
The Gothes have gathered head, and with a power 
Ofhighrefolued men, bent tothe fpoyle, 
They hither march ainaire, vader conduct 
Of L=1cims, fonne toold Andronices 
Who threats in courſe of this reuenge todce 
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0 Titus Andronicus, 


As much as euer Cerio/anns did, 
King Is watlike Luciut Generall ofthe G>thes, 
Theſe tydings nip me, and I hang the head 
As flowerswith froſt, or graſle beat downe with ſtormes: 
I,now begins our forrowesto approach, | 
Tis hethecommon people loueſo much, 
My ſelfe hath often heard them ſay , 
Wher:I haue'walked like a private man, 
That £»c:#5 baniſhment was wrongfully, 
And they haue wiſht that Lucius were their Emperour, 
Tam?'a, Why ſhould you feare, isnot your Citty ſtrong? 
| Xing, Ibut the Cityzens fauour Lacs, 
"Andwall revolt from me to ſuccour him. 
TamIra. King, bethy thoughts imperious like thy name. 
Is the Sur.ne did, that Gnats doflicinit? 
The Eagle ſuffers little birds to ling, 
Atid is not carefull what they meane thereby, 
Knowing that with the ſhadow of his wings, 
He can at t pleaſufe tint their melodie. ; 
Even ſo mayeſt thou the giddy men of Rome, 
| Then cheare thy ſpirit, for know thou Emperour, 
I will enchaunt the old Andronrcvs, 
With words more ſweet and yet more dangerous 
Then baites to fiſh, or hoony ſta} kes to heepe, 
| When asthe one 15 wounded with the baite, 
The other rotted with deliciousfeede, ol 
Xmg, But he will not entreathis ſonne for vs, 
Tamor. If Tamoraentreat him then he v ll, 
| For [can {mocth and hill his aged eate, 
With golden promiſes, that w ere his heart 
Almoſt ;mpregnable, his old yeares deafe, 
Yet ſhould both care and hart obey my tongue, 
Goethou before tobe our Emibaſladour, 
Say thatthe Emperour requeſts a parly 
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Ofwarlike Lucinr, andappoint the mecting, 
King Emilling dcethis meſſage honourably, 
And ifhe ſtandin hoſtage for his ſafety, 
Bid himdemaund what pledge will pleaſe him belt. 
Emilligs, Your bidding ſhall I doe cftcRually, 
, Ld 


Tamora, Now will Ito that old Avdronicas, 
And temper him with all the ArtI have, ._ 
To pluckeproud Lucius from the warlike Gothes, 
And now ſweet Emperour be blithagaiae, 
* Andbury all thy fare in my deviſes. 
Satar. Then goeſucceſlantly and plead to him, 
| Exount. 


Entcr Lucius with an Army of G ether, with 
) Drum and S onlaicr1, 


Lacins, Approved warriours, and wy faithfull friend 5, 
I hauereceaued letters from great Rome, 


Exits 


Which ſignifies what hate they beare thc Emperour, | 


And how deſirous of our ſight they arc. 
Thcreforegrcat Lords be as yourtitles witnes, 
Impcrious andiwpaticnt of your wrongs, 
And wherein Rome hath done you any ſeathe, 
Let him make treble fatiſfaios. j 
Goth, Brauec flip ſprung from the pranpenign 
' Whoſe name was once our terrour, now our comfort, 
Whoſe high exploits and honoural le deeds, 
Ingratefull Romerequites with foule contempt, 
Be boldein vs,weele tollow where thou leaoſt, 
Like(tinging Beesin hotteſt Sommers day, 
Led by tneir maiſter to the flowred fields, 
And beauerpgd on curſed Tamera: 


of Titus Andronicus: 


And ashe ſaith, ſoſay we all with him, 
ZLncins. Thur bly thanke him and 1 thank you all. 
Butwho comes hecreled by aluſty Gocb? 


Enter a Goth leading of Arenwith his obild 


in his armcy, 


Goth, Renowred Lucius from ourtroups I raid, 
Togaze vponz ruinous Monaſterve, 
Andas Icarneſt!y did fixe mineeye 
V ponthe waſtd building, ſuddainely 
T hearda childe cry vnderneath a wall: 
I made vntothenoyſe, when ſoone I heard, - 
The crying ba'se controld with this diſcourſe: 
YL eacctawny ſlave, halfe me, and halfe thy dam, *' 

jgnctiny bue bewray whoſe brat thou art, 
Had naturelent thee butthy mother: looke, 
Villainethou mightſt hane bene an Emperour. 
But where the Bull and Cow are both milk white, 
They nruerdo begetaccle-blacke C}fe: 
Peace villainc peace, cuen thus he rates the babe, 
For I muſt beare thee toa truſty Goth, 
Who when he knowes thou art the Fmprefle babe, 
Will holdthce dearcly for thy mothers (ake. 
With this my weapen Cerawne I ruſht 4pon him, 
Surprizd him ſuddainely, and broughthim hither 
To vſeas you thinke needetull of the man. 


Lucius, Ohworthy Goth, this is the ircarnate del), 


Thatrobd Aradronicns of his good hand: 
Tius1sthe Pearle tharpleaſd your Empreflz eve, 
Ar.d heeres the vaſe fruit of hjs burning luft, 

Say wall-ey d f];ue whether wouleſt thou conuay 
T his growing Image of itiv ficnd!iketace? 

Why doit not ſpeake? what deafe,not a word? 
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The moſt lamentable Tragedie 


A halter Souldiers, hang him on thistree, 
 Andby his {ide hisfruit ot Baſtardie, 
 - Aron, Touch notthe boy, he is of Royall blood, 
Luci. Toolike the Syretoreuer being good, 
Fir hang the childevhat he may ſee it ſprall, 
A ſightrto vexcthefathers ſoulewithall. 

Aron, Get me alaJder, Luc: fauethe child, 
Andbeaxeit from meto the Empreſle ; 

If thou doe this, He ſhew thee wondrous things, 
That highly may aduantage thee ro heare; 

If thou wilt not, befall what may befall, 
Ileſpcake 10 more but vengeance rot you all. 

L xciis, Say on,anditit pleaſe mewhich thou ſpeak(}, 
Thy childe ſhall live, and I wili ſee it nourithe. 

Aren, Anditit plcaſe thee? why aſſure thee Lucius, 
Twill yvexethy ſoule toheare whatT ſhall ſpeake: , 
For muſt talke of murthers, rapes, and maſlactes, 

Ads ofblacke nights, abliominable deeds, 
Complots of miſchiefe, treaſon, villanies 
Ruthfull ro heare, yet pittiouſl y pertormd, 
And this ſha!l all be buried by my death, 
Valeſſe thou (wearc to me my childe ſhall line, 
Lucius. Tell on thy minde, I faythy childe ſhall liue, 
Avon, Swcare that he ſhall, and then I will begin. * 
Lucas, Whoſhould Iſwerre by, thou belceueft no God, 
That graunted, how cauſt thou belecue an oath? | 
A+on, Whatifl doenot,as indeed I doe not, 
. Yet forI know thou art religious, 
 Andhaſta thing within rice called conſcience, 
With twenty popith tricksand ceremonies, 
Which 1 haue ſeenc thee carcfull to obſerue, 
Therefore [ vrgzc thy oath, for that I know 
An Idcot holds his bauble for a God, 
And kerpes the oath which by that God he {earcs, 
To 
| | on 
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of Titus Androniews, 
To that levrge him: therefore thou ſhalt vow 
By that ſame God, what God ſoereitbe 
That thou adoreft, and haft in reverence, 
To faue my boy, to nouriſh and bring him vp, 
Or cl{c I will diſcouer nought to thee, 
Lucius, Even by my God I ſweare to theeT will, 
Aron. Firſt know thou, I begot him on the Empreſle, 
Lacias, Oh moſt infatiate luxurious woman ! 
Aron, Tut Lucins, this was but a deede of charitie, 
To that which thou ſhalt heare of me anon, 


OG 
VN 
Io 


| Twas hertwo ſonnes that murdered Baſſiarny, 


T hey cut thy ſiſters tongueandrauiſht her, 
And cut her hands, and trimd her as thou ſaweſt. 


Luc Ofdeteſtablevillaine, call'ſtchou that trimming; 


Aron, Why ſhe was waſht, and cut, and trimd, 

And twas trim ſport for them that had the doing ofic, 
Lacigs, Oh batberous beaſtly villaines like thy ſelfe!- 
Aron. Indeedel was their tutor toinſtin1 them, 


| That codding ſpirit hadthey trom their mother, 


As ſureacardeaseuer wonne the ſet; 


| That bloody mindeIthinkethey learnd of me, 


Astruca'dog as cucr fought athead : 
Well, let my deedes be witnesofmy worth, 
I trayndethy bretheren to that guilefull hole” 


| Where the dead corps of Buſſiznns lay : 


Iwrote thetetter that thy Father found, 

And hid thegold within the Letter mentioned, 
Confederate with the Queene, and her two ſonnes, 

And whar not done, that thou haſt cauſe to rue, 
Whercin Thad no ſtroke 6f miſchiefe 19 it, F 
I playd the cheater for thy Fathers hand, 


 Andwhcn Ihadit drew my felfeapart, 


Andalmoſt brokemy hart with extreame au ghter, 
Ipried me through thecrevieofawall, ; 
; When 
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oth. 


o | What canſt thou ſay all this,and never bluſh? ': : 


: f - Aron, 
Tikeablacke doggeas the {aying is, 


| Lucins, t 
Art thou not ſorry, for theſe hainous deedes. 


_—- » Aron. / 


Wy | | IthatThadnotdonea thouſand more, : 
3 Eucnnow I curſe the day, avi yer Ithinke 
La | - | Few come within the compaſle of my curſe, 
LEN | WhereinTdid not ſome notorious 11, 
| | | Askill a man, orelſe deviſe his death, 
' | Rauiſha maid,or plot the way to doe it, 

Accuſe ſome innocent, and forſwearc mYſclfe, 
EE: Set deadly enmity betweene two friends, 
1 M:kepoore mens cat:ell brealke their necks, 
| Set firc on barnes and hayſtackes inthe night, 
| Andbidthe owners quench them with their teares : 
| | Otc have Idigd vp deadmen from their graues, 
And ſet them vpright at their deere friends doore, 
Euen when their ſorrewes almoſt was forgot, 
Andeon their skinnes, as on the barke of trees, 
Haue with my knife carued m. Romaine letters, 


f 


Let 


F< of.Titus Andronicus. 
Let not your ſorrow dic,thoughI am dead, a 
Tur, Ihaucdoneathouſand dreadfuli hinges 
As willingly as one would kill a flie, 

Audnothing greeues mehartily indeede, 
But that I cannot doe tenne thouſand more» 

Lucins, Bring downe the deuill, for hemuſt notdie 
So ſweeta death as hanging preſently, 

Aron« If there be deuils, would were adcuill, 
Teliueand burne in cuerlafiing fire, | 
Sol might haue your company 1n hell 
But ro torment you with my bitter tongue, 

Lycias. Sirs ſtop his mouth,andlct him ſpeakeno more, 


- Enter Emilliys. 


Goth, My Lord there is a Meſſenger fram Rome 
Delires to be admitted to yonr prelicnec, 
.” Lucius, Lithim come ncere, 
Welcome Emlins, what's the newes from Rome 2 
Emil, Lord Lacins, and you Princes of the Goties; 
The Romaine Emperour greetes you allby mc, 
And for he vnderſtands yuu are in Armesz 
He craues a parly at your fathers houſe 
Willing you to demaund your hoſtages, 
Andthey {hall be immediately deliucred. 
Goth, What fajes our Generall? $ 
Luci, Emillius, letthe Emperour giue hispledges 
Vato my Father, and my Vncle 47arcss, 
And we willcome: march away. Exeant, 


Enter Tamora, and her two ſonnes diſguiſed. 


Temora, Thus in this ſtrange and ſad habilliament, 
I will eacounter with Angronicss, 


RS And 


* Witnes the tyring day and heauie night, 


The moſt lementable Tragedie 
An#Zy, Tam revengeſcntfrom below,” 

To joyne with kim and right his hainous wrongs, 
Knocke at his ſtudy where they ſay he keepes, 
To ruminate ſtrange plots of diere Revenge, * 
Tell him Revenge is come toioyne with him, + 
And worke eonfuſion on |us enemics, 


- 


TS. 


They knocks and Titmt opent bis ftudib aore. 


Titus. Who doth moleftmy contemplation ? 
Is it yourtricke tomake me opethedorc, | 
That ſo my ſad decrees may flieaway , 
And all my Rtudiebe to no cffett ? t) 
You are deceaud, for what I meaneto doe, 
Sec heere in bloody lines I have ſet downe, a 
And what is written ſhall be executed. | 

Tatmora. Titni, I ami come to talke with thee, 7 

Titzr. No not a word: how canlI grace my talke, 

Wanting a hand ro givethat accord, | 


T hou haſt the ods of mezthereforeno more. (me. 


Tamora. Ii thou didit know me thou wouldſt talke with. 
Tiins, Tamnotmad, I knowthee well enough, 
Witnes this wretched (tump, witnes theſe crimſon lines . 
Witnes theſe trenches made by griefe and care, 
Witnes all ſorrow that I know thee well 
For our proud Empreſle, mighty Tam?ra ', 
Is not thy comming for my other hand? 
Tamora. now thonſad man, [am not Tamora, 
Shes thy enemie, and1thy friend, 
Iam Reuenge ſent from th'internall Kingdome, 
Toealethe grawing vulture ofthy mindc, 


; O 
By working wreakefull vengeance onthy foes: 


Come © 


EE | : 
of Titus Andyonicus. 


Comedowne and welcomeme to this worlds light, '*: 


'Conferre with me of murder and of death, 

There's nota hollow Caue orlurking place, 
'Novaſt obſcurity or wilty vale, 

Where bloody murther or deteſted rape, 

Can couch for feare but I will finde them out, 
 |Andintheir eares tell them my dreadfull name, 
Revenge, which makes the foule offenders quake. 

Titxs. Artthou Reucnge, and art thou ſent to me, + 
/ 'Tobea torment to mine enemies? c 


 Tamora. lam, therefore comedowne and welcome me.. 


| Titus, Doe me ſome leruice ere I come to thee, 

Loeby thy fide where Rape and Murder ſtands, 

Now giue ſomeſurancethat thou art Reuenge, 

Stab them or tearethem on thy Chariot whecles, 

And then lle canc and be thy Waggoner, 

And whirlealopg with thee about the Globes. # 

Prouidethee two proper palfrcies, as blacke as let; 

To hahc thy vengetull Waggon ſwift away, 

And finde out wurder in their guilty cares, 

| And whenthy Caris loaden with their beads, 

] will diſfmount, and by the Waggon wheele, 

| fot av ſexuile footeman all day long, 

Euen from Epeons riſinginthe Eaft, 

Vatill his very downefall in the Sea. 

And day by day ile doe this heauy taske), 

So thou deſtroy Rapine and Murder there. 
Tamora, Theſcare my miniſtersand come with me. 
Tux, Arethem thy miniſters, whatare they call'd? 
Tamora, Rape and Murder, therefore called fo, 

Cauſe they take vengeance of ſuch kinde of men. 


Titus. Good Lord how likethe Empretle Sonnes they are 


And yon theEmpreſle : but we worldly men 
Hauc miſerable mad miſtaking eyes ; A 
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T he moſtlamentable T ragedic 


©: weet Reuenge now doel come to theee, 
Andifonearmes1mbracement will content thce, 
I will:mbracethecinit by and by, 

Tamora. This cloſing with him fitshis Lunacie, 
Whatere [forge to feede his brainc-ficke _. 
Doe you vphold, and maintaine in your ſpeeches, 
For now he firmely takes me for Revenge, | ſ 
And being credvlous in this mad thought, 
Hemake him ſend for Lucius hisſonne, 

And whilft I at a banquet hold him ſure, 

Ile tinde ſomecunniug praQtiſeout ofhaud 
To (catter and diſperſe the giddie Gothes, 
Or at the leaſt makethem his enemies : 

See heere he comes, and I n,uſt ply my theamge, 

Tins, Long haue I bene forlorne,and all for thee, 
Welcome dread fury tomy woeful] houle, 

Rapine and Murther you are welcome too, 
How like the Ewpreſſe and her ſonnes youarc, 
Wellare you fitted, had you but a Moore, 
Conldnot all hell affoord you ſuch a deuill » 
For well I wotethe Empreſle neuer wags 
Putin her company thereisa Moore, 
And would you repreſent our Queene arights 
It were convenient you had ſuch a deuill: . 
But welcome as you are, what ſhall we doe? 
Tamora, What wouldſt thou have vs doe Andromens 2 
D -me, Show me a murtherer Ile deale with him. 

| Ch:ron, Show mica villaine that hath donearape, 
And Iam ſent tobe revengd on him, 

T..mera. Show mea thouſand that hauedone thee wrong, 
And1 will be revenged on them all. - | 

Tux, Looke round about the wicked ſtreersof Rome, 
And when thou find(t a man that's like thy ſelte, 

Good murther ſtab him, hcesa mhurtherer, | Ml 
oc 


2 f Titus Andronicus 


Goe thou with him, and when it isthy hap. 

'Tofinde another that is liketothee, 

Good Rapine ſtab him, he 1s a raviſher, 

Goethou with them, and in the Emperours Court, 

Thercis a Queeneattended by a Mocre, 

Well maiſt thou know herby thy owne proportion, 

For vp and downe ſhe doth reſemble thee. 

I pray thee doe on them ſome violent death, 

They hauec bene violent to me and mine, | 
Tamora, Well halt thouleflond vs, this ſnall wedoe, 


Bnt would itpleaſc thee good Andronicys, 


Tolſend for L«cizs thy thricevaliantſonney 


-zWho leades towards Romea band of watlike Gothes, 


And bid him E4me and banquet atthy houſe, 
When heis heere, even at thy ſolemne feaft, 

I will bring in the Empreſle and her ſonnes, 
The Emperour himfclfe, and all thy foes, 
Andatthy mercy [hall they ſtoope and kneele, 
And on them ſhalt thou eaſe thy angry hart: 
What faies Androni;ns to this deuile 2 


Enter Marces, 


Titus. Marcus my brother, tis ſad Tiras calls, 
Goegentle Marcus tothy Nephew Lucio, 
Thou ſhalt enquirehim out among the Gothes, 
Bid him repaire to me, and bring with him 
Some of the chiefeſt Princes of the Gothes, 


Bid himencampe his ſouldiers wherethey are, 


Tcilhim the Emperout and the Empreſle tco 
FeaRtatmy houſe, and he ſhall feaſt with them, 
This doe thou for my Inve, and ſolethim, 
As heregardshis aged Fathers life, 

Car, This willI doe, and ſconc returne againe; 


Tamot'a 
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The moft lamentable Tree dic | 


2:40», Now will I hence abont thy buſlines, 
And take my minittcrs along with me. 
Titus, Nay, nay, letrapeand murder ſtay with me, 
Or els Ile call my brother backe againe ig , 
And cleaue to no reuenge but Lucins, | 
' Tam, What ſay you boyes, will you bf with him, 
Whiles I goc tell my.Lord the Emperour, 
How I hauegouverndour determindieſt, 
Yeelde to his humour, ſmooth and ſpeake him faire, 
Andtarry withtbim till I turne againe, 
T:i#:.I know them all, though they ſuppoſe me mad, 
And will orc-reachthemin theyr owne deviſes, 
A payreof curſed hell-hounds and their Dam, 
Deme, Madamdepart at pleaſure, lcave v- heere. 
Tamora. Farewell Androntcus, reuenge now goes 
Tolay a cemplotto betraythy foes, £7 
Titzs. Iknow thou dooſt, and ſweete revenge farewell, 
Chiron, Tell vs old man, how ſhall we be imployd, 
' Titxs, But 1havue worke enough for you to doc, | 
Pablins come hether, Cans, and Valentine, 
Publius. What is your wille | 
Titus, Know you theſe two? | 
Pub, The Empreſle ſongnes I takethem, Chiron, Dewetrins, | 
Tumxs, Fie Publius fie, thou art troomuch deccaude, | 
The one is Murder, Rape is the others name, 
And therefore binde them gentle P«bl/ins, 
Cairns and Valentine, lay hands on them, 
Oft haue youheardme with for ſuchan hourey 
Andnow Ifindeit, therefore binds them ſure, 
And ftop their mouthes if they begin tocry. 
Chiros. Villaines forbeare, weare the Empreſle ſonnes. 
Publias, Andthcrefore do we what we are commanded-. 
Stop cloſc their mouthes,; let them notſpeake a word, 
Is he fue bound, looke that you binds themfaſt, 


Enter 
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of Titus Andronicus, 


Tn. . 


Enter Titks Andronicas with @ knife,and Laninid 
| with a Baſon. 


Titus, Come, come Laninia,looke, thy foes are bound, . 


Sirs ſtop their mouthes, let them not ſpeake to me, 

But let them heare what fearefull words | vtter, 

Oh villaincs,Chnonand Demetrons, 

Here ſtands the ſpring whome you have ſtaind with mud, 


/| This goodl y Sommer with your Winter mixt, 


You kildher husband, and for that vilde fault, 
Two ot her brothers were condemad to death; 
My hand cut oft, and made a merry icſt, 
Both her {wet hands, her tongue, and that more deere 


' | Then handsor tongue, her ſpotleſle chaſtity, 


Irhumainetraytors, you conſtraind and forlt, 
What would youſay if I heuld let you ſpeake ? 
Villaines for ſhame you could not beg for grace, 
Harke wretches how I meane to martyr you, 
This one hand yet is left to cut your throates 


Whilſt that Lazinia tweene her ſtumps doth hold 


. 'The Baſon that receaues your guilty blood. 


You know your Mother meanes to feaſt with me, 
And callsherſelfe Revenge, and rhinkes me mad, 
Harke villaines, I will grinde ygur bones to duſt, 
And with your blood andit Ile make apaſtc, 
Andofthepaſteacoffen I will reare, 

And maketwopaſties ofyour ſhamefull heads, 
And bid that {trumpet your vahallowed Dam, 
Like to the earth ſwallow her owne increaſe, 
Thais 1s the feaſt that ] have b1d her to, 

And this the banquet ſhe (hall ſurfet on; 

For worſe then Philomelyou vide my davghter, 
And woalg then Pr ogue I will be reuengd, 
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The moſt lamentable Tragedie 


Antnow prepare yout throats: Lavinia come, 

Receauethe blood, and when that they are dead, 
« - Letmegoe grindetheir bones to powder (mall, 

And with this hatefull liquour temper ity 

Andintlat paſtelettheir vilde heads be bakte, 

Come, come, be cuery one offictous, 

Tomake this banket; which I wi h may proue 

. Maxc ſterne and bloody then the Ceitaures feaſts 
Hle cars their throats, 
Sonow bring themin, for Ile play the Cooke, 
And ſce them icady againſt cheir Mother comes, 


Enter Lucins, Aavens, and the Goth If 


Thatl! repaire to Rame, lam content, 


MH | This rauenous Tiger, this accurſed deuill, 
| | Lethim receaue no ſultenance, fetter him 
Till he be brought\nto tac Emperdurs face, 
|  Forrcſtimony ot her foule proceedings : 
a Andſecthe Ambuſh of ourfriends be ſtrong, 
| I fearc the Emperour meancs no good tovs. 
a./; | Aforre, Some demi} whiſper curſes in mine eareg 
 -  Andpromptmethat my tongue tmay vtter torch, 
The vencmous malliceot my ſwelling heart. 
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; 5 ; 
Sirs, helpe our vackleto conuey bimin, 


The trumpets ſhewrhgEmperouris at hand. 
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T7 ribunes and others, 
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FEE | Kmro,\Vhar,hath'the firmament mocſunnes then one? 


E xennt. 


Luciys, Vnckle Mavens, ſince tis my fathers minde 


Goth, And ours with thine befall what Fortune will, 
L#cizs, Good Vackletike you inthis barbarous Hoore, 


Lac, Away inhumane dogge, vnnallowed [laue, 


Sound Trumpets, Enter Emperour an4Empreſſe,with 


Leciws 


F 


FT) 


ST; 


of Titus Andronicus: 


| © Lucizs, What bootesittheeto call thy ſelfe a ſun?” 


Marixs, Romes Emperour and Nephew breaketheparle 
Theſequarrels muſt be quietly debated, 
The feaſt is ready which the carcfull Tyrws, 


| Hathordained to an honourable end, 


For peace, for loue, forleague and good to Rome 2, 
Pleaſe you thercforedraw nic and take your places. 
Sattrn,. Marcus we will, 


Sound trumpetizenter Titms like # Cooke, placing the meade on 
the T able, and Lauinia With a vaile ower her face. 
Titxt, Welcom my gracious Lord, welcom dread Queen 
Welcome ye warlikc Gothes, welcome Lucine, 
And welcome all, although the cheere be poore, 
Twill fill your tomacks, pleaſe you eat ofit, 
Satur, Why art thou thus attired Androxicnr ? 
" Titus. BecauſeI would be ſure to haveall well, 
Toentertaine your highnes,and your Empreſle. 
Tam. Weare beholding to you good Androment, 
Tux, Andif yourhighnes knew my heart,you were: 
My Lord the Emperour refolue methis, 


. Was it well doneofraſh Yirginewe, 


Toflay his daughter with his owne right hand, 
Becauſe ſne was enforſt, ſtaind, and de flowrde? 
Satur, It was Andronens. 
Tits, Your reaſon mighty Lord ? 
Sater, Becauſethe girle ſhould not ſurutue her ſhame, 
Ard by her preſenceftill renew his ſorrowes, 
Titn!. Areaſcn mighty,ſtrong, andeffcuall, 
A patterne, preſident, and lively wairant, 
For memoſt wretched to performe the like, 
Die,Cic, Laxinia, and thy ſhame with thee, 
And with thy ſhame thy Fathers (orrow die. - he kills her, 
Saturn, Whathaſt thou doue, vnnaturall and vakinde? 
K 2 Tits 
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The moſtlamentable Tragedi? 
T ins Xi d her for whome my teares haue mabe me © dlind. 


Tam as wofull as Lirgi 119 was, 
An4haucathouſand times more cauſc then he) 


F o do: this outrage, and it is now done, 


Kr. What was ſhe rauiſht? tel! who did the deede. 
Ti us. Wilt pleaſe you eat, wilt pleaſc your highnes feed? 
Tam. Why baſt thou lliine thine onely daughter 
Tunus. Not], twas Chironand (Demetrius. 0" 
They rau!int her, and cut away her tongue, = y,/ 
Andthey,twas they, that.did her all this Wrong 
Kio," Goefearch them hether to vs preſently, : 
THU, _Why therethey are both, bakedin mad ag 
Whcreof their mother daintilichach fed, 
Eating ;he fleſh that ſhe her (ele hath bred. £ 
Tis tre, (1s true, witnes My kniaez ſharpe point, 
H: jtads the Empreſſes 


Empe, Diefcanticke wretch ſor this accurſed deede, 
Lucius. Canthefonnes eyc behold his father bleed.? 
Trere's meede for nice7e, deith for a deadly-deede. 
Marcus. You Tad fac'd men, people and {ons of Rome, 
By vprores ſcuerd Jikea flight of fowle, 
Scattredby windes and 111: 2h rempeſtious g cuſte, 
Ohletme teach yo! 0w 0 KNit aZalae 
This (cattred corn-12to once mutuail theafke, 
Theſe brokenl1mbs acaineinto one body. 
PomanLord, Let R. »me herſelfe be bane vnto her ſelfe, 
And thee whome miyhtielcingtomes curſe too, 
Like aforlorne and oo [peratecalt away, 
Doe hamefill execution on her {clie, 
Put fy froſtic ſignes and chaps of age, 
Crauc wi encll:sot trac expcrieace, 
Connotindace youto attend my words, 
Spcaxe Roes deere ixlend, as effiour Anceilor, 
\ Vihen 
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| of Titus Andronicns, 


When with hisſolemne tonguche did diſcourſe 
Toloue-ficke Didoes ſad attending 7 Care, 
T he ſtory ofthat balkfu}l burnir.g night, 
When ſubtile Greckes ſurprizd King Priams Troy; 
Tell vs what Sinon hath bewiccht our cares, 
Or who hath brought the farall engine in 
That ines our Troy, our Romethe Cluill wound. 
My hartis not compa ot flint nor ſteele, 
Nor can Iviter all ourbitter griefe, 
| But floods of teares will drowne my Oratorie, 
And breake my very vttranceeuen inthe time 
When 1: ſhould move you to attend me moſt, 
- Lending your kind commiſeration, 
Heereisa Capraine lethim tell the tale, 
Yourharts wiilt!rob and weepe to hearc him ſpeake, 
Lacins. Then noble auditory be 1t knowne to,you, 
That curſed Chiomand Demerrins 
Vere they that murdredour Emperours brother, 
And thevitwerethat ravithed our ftfter, 
ults our brothecs were beheaded, 
Our Fathers teares defpiſy and baſ- Iv coulerd, 
| Of that true hand thattought Romes quarrel out, 
And ſenther enemies vitethe grauc, 
Laſtiy my ſelfe vnkind!y | baniſhed; 
The cates ſuton me anaturnd w /£eping out, 
To bes rclicfeamong Ron es encennes, 
Who drownd their enmity in my tructeares, 
And opt thetr armes to1mbrace me as a friend, 
and Iam theturacd forth beit $nowneto you, 
That haue 7 reſcrudher welfare in my blood, 
Ardfronj her boſom: tookethe elemies points 
Sheathing rhe ftecle in my 2dventrous bo | Ys 
Al. $YOUKnoOw lam 
Mytcars gan witnes, dumb al: Hough Ley are, 


For their fell a 
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Thatmy reportisiuſt andfull of truth, 

But foft, me chinkes I doe digrefſe roomuch, 

Cyting my worthlespraiſe, Oh pardonme, 

For when no fricnds are by, men praiſethem(ſclues, 
Marcus. Now is my turneto ſpeake: behold this childe; , 


% Ofthis was Tamora deliuered, 


The iflue ofan irreligious Moore, 

Chiecte ArchiteQ and plotter of theſe woes, 
The villaine is aliucin 7;;*: houſe, 

And as he is tewitnesthis is truc, 


| Now iu4ge what courſe had Tiras to revenges 


Theſe wrongs, voſpeakeablepaſtpacienee, 
Or more then any living man could beare, 
Now you have heardthetruth, whatſay you Romanes? 
Haue we done ovght amiſſe? ſhow vs wherein, 
And from the place where you behold ys now, 
T he poore remainder of A4ndyonicie 
Will hand in hand all headlong caſt vs downe, 
And on theragged flones beat forth our braines, 
And make a mutwall cloſurcot our houſe : 
Speake Romaines ſpeake, and if you ſay we ſball, 
Loehand in hand Lucizs and I will all, 

E:llims, Come come thou reuerent man of Rome, 
And bring our Emperour gently inthy hand, 
£Zs: mm: our Emperour for well I know, 
The common yoyce doe ory it ſhall be fo. 

HMareus. Lucinsyall haile Rowes royall Emperour, 


 Goegoe intoold Tirmſorrowfull houſe, 


Andhithcr hale that misbelicuing CHoorey 

To be adiidgd ſome direfull flaughtering death, 

Aspuniſhment for hismolt wicked life. 

Zc:xs all baile to Romes gracious Gouecrnour, ; 
Lucixs, Thankes gentle Romaines may I governe ſo, 

To heals Romes harmes,and wipe away her wor; 


But 
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of Titus Andronicuz. 


But gertle people giue meaime a while, 
Fornature puts me toa heauie taske, 
Stand all aloofe, but Vnckle draw you ncere, 
To ſhed obſcquious teares vpon this trunke, 
Oh take this warmekiſle on thy pale cold lips, 


| Theſe ſorrow ful drops vpon thy bloud-ſlaine face, 


The laſt cruc duties ofthy-noble ſonne. 
CH arc, Teare for teare, and louing kiſlefor kifle, 
Thy brother Ma- cs tenders on thy lips, | 
Ch werethe ſummeot cheſc that I ſhould pay, 
Countleſle and infinite, yet would I pay them, _ 
Lucigs. Come hither boy come, come and learne of vs, 
To melt in ſhowers,th; Graadficr lou'd thee well, 
Maay atim: :.edaunſt thee on his knee, | | 
Sung thee aſlcepe, his lowing breaſt thy pillow, 
Mgny ama! ter hath he told tothee, 


| Mcete and agreeing with thine infancie,, 
| Ja that reſpeR then-!1kca louing childe, 


Shed yer ſome ſinall drops f: om thy tender ſpring, 
Becaule kinde nature doth requare it ſo, | 
Friends ſhould aiſoc1ate friends in gricfe and woe, 
Bid him farcwel], commit him to the grave, 

Doe them that kindnes, and take leaue of chem». 


Paer, O Grandſier, Grandfare, even with all my bart, 
| Would1 were dedd ſoyou did live againe. 


© LordI cannct ſpeace to him for weeping, 
My teares will choake me 1f I ope my mouth, 
Remame. Youſad Anaromeie havedone with woes, 
Giue ſcatence on thigexecrable wretch, 
Thathath bene breeder of theſe dire euents, 
Luc. Set him beaſt deepe in earth and famiſh him 
There lethim ſtand and raue andery for foode, 
If any onerelecucs or puties him, 
For the offence he dies, this is our doome. 


Some 
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| That like eucnts way ner'c it ruinatc» 


"The moſt lamentable Trage die 


Some ſtayto ſee him faſtned in thecarth. 

Aron. Ah why ſhould wrath be mute, andfury dumb? 
Jam ns baby1, chat with bafe praiets | | 
I ſhould repent the cuils I baue done, | 


T«<nthouſand worſethen ever yet I did, 


. WouldT performeifI might haue my will, 


Itone good deedin all my life I did, 
I doe repent it from my very (onle, 

Lucizs, Somelouing fricnds conuey the Empetour hence 
And giue him buriail in hisfathers graue, + * 
My tather and E aziniaſhall forthwith 
Reg cloſed in our houſholds monuments | | 
As for that.hanous Tiger Tamora, | 
No funerellrite, ngr-man in mournefull 1 eeds, 
No mournefull bel] ſhallring her buriall, 

But throw her forth to beaſts and birds to prey; 
Her life was beaſtly and devoid ofpitty, | 
And being ſo ſhall haue like want of pitty. 
Seciuſticedone on Aron that dambd More, 

By whome our heauy haps had their beginning : 
Then afterwards to order well the ſtates 
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